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Tur PuBLic may poſlibly be indifferent as to the MOTIVES 
which occaſioned the preſent Publication—lIts merits or de- 


fects alone concern the Reader. But the Author thinks it 


proper to premiſe, that he has formed this CoLLecTION, 
while it was yet in his power, left at ſome time it ſhould be 
done by others leſs qualified ; and that it might have all the 
juſtice which the partiality of a parent to his offspring, hows 


ever homely, can give it. 


Many of theſe Poems have been publiſhed in various forms, 
and on various occaſions, and the Author has no reaſon to 
complain of the reception they have met with—Many have never 


ſeen the light till now, and many more have been ſuppreſſed, 


For publiſhing ſo much, indeed, he ought to make ſome 


apology ; and eſpecially for admitting ſeveral pieces, written 
at a very early age, which may be conſidered as light or 
trifling. Some of theſe, however, were produced in the hap- 
pieſt hours of his life, and are endeared by particular re- 
collections; ſome recal the memory of the lamented dead 
and ſome of the valued living. Our private feelings gene- 
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rally determine our public meaſures, and often fix an ideal 


importance on the moſt inſignificant concerns. 


That the ſombre may be traced in many of theſe Poems, 
the Author is juſtly ſenfible—But he has written according 
to the preſent impreſſion. Grief has too-often held the pen, 


while Senſibility dipped it in tears. Often in painting fi@itious | 


woe, he has tried to eſcape from real It is one unhappy effect 
of the poetic inclination, and of cultivated taſte in general, to 
ſuperinduce an exotic tenderneſs. That fortitude of mind which 
enables a man to deſpiſe ills, and to triumph over fortune, is 
ſeldom conferred by learning—yet learning has its ſweets, and 


ſweets too dear to be relinquiſhed. 


304 

FP . 
By, 
4 

* 

» * 


() 


; CONTENTS. 
Þ DESCRIPTIVE. 
11 | | Page 
| BLENHEIM : a Poem — 3 
| ELEGIES. | 
I. To the Memory of Capt. King, LL. D. F. R. 8. 35 
II. On the lamented Death of John Parſons, M. D. of Ox- 
ford | — 46 
III. Prince's Place — — — 49 
IV. Damon and Delia, a Paſtoral — 58 
V. Ingenuous Love — 66 
VI. To Laura — 71 | 
EPISTLES. 
I. Monitory Epiſtle to a very Young Lady — 7 
II. From the Country to a Friend in Town — 83 
III. To Laura, in the manner of Ovid ——— 89 
£ 
opks. 
I. To Nature, written in Whichwood Foreſt — 97 
II. To Contemplation — — 108 
III. To Contentment — 112 
IV. To Deſpair — ä — —— 115 
V. For a Friend, on his late Nuptials —— — 118 
VI. To the New Year 1783 — 1123 
VII. For the New Year 1784, a Parody (© — 127 
VIII. To Mr. Warton, P. L. — 130 
IX. To M. Wall, M. D. of Oxford — — 133 


A 4 þ = To 


ein CONTENTS. 


Page 

X. To Spring, from Huntingford's Monoſtrophics 135 

XI. Written in Sickneſs — — 138 

XII. The Poet to his Daughter — — 140 

XIII. To the Same — — 143 

XIV. On hearing Sacred Muſic —— — 146 
XV. On the Ducheſs of Marlborough being ſafely delivered of 

a Daughter, at Blenheim — — 148 

XVI. On their Majeſties“ Viſit at Blenheim — 150 


XVII. On the Duke of Marlborough — his Green-Houſe 
into a Private Theatre — 154 
XVIII. To George Marquis of Blandford, on completing his 


Twenty-firſt Year — 158 
XIX. Charge to the Naiads, on 1 a Pleaſure Boat on 
the Lake at Blenheim | 163 


XX, To the Right Honourable Lady Anne Spencer, on com- 
pleting her Fifteenth Year 
XXI. Written in the Temple of Health at Great Barrington, 


166 


Glouceſterſhire — ——_ — 170 
XXII. Carloc and Orra, in imitation of Oſſian — 174 
syLVA; OR, MISCELLANIES. 

T. Addreſs to the Deity — — 1381 

II. The Approach of Spring —— — 19 

III. The Roll of Beauty — — — 197 

IV. A National Caſe — — 208 

V. In Praiſe of Dulneſs —— — 210 

VI. Advice to Bacchanalians — — 2216 

VII. To a Friend ——— — 220 

VIII. With at parting — — — cc 

IX, Abſence, a Paſtoral — — 223 

X. The Adieu — — — 227 

XI. Reſignation —— — 229 

XII. Winter — | — — 230 
XIII. Autumn Morning — — 23 

XIV, The Invocation, To Mira — _ — 233 


XV, On 


CONTENTS, 


XV. On ſeeing Flavia weep — 
XVI. Birth-day Crambo — 
XVII. To Clara, on her Birth-day 


— 
— 


XVIII. Written in the Beech-grove, Whichwood Foreſt 


XIX. For a Lady's Watch-Paper 


243 


XX. Stanzas on the Nuptials of J. Spencer, El. with the 
Right Honourable Lady Elizabeth Spencer 


XXI. Nuptial Addreſs to a Friend 


XXII. To Cleora, on her Marriage — , 
XXIII. Inſcription ſuppoſed for an Urn over Roſamond's Well, 


in Blenheim Park — 


XXIV. Inſcription for a Garden Seat 


4 — —— 


244 
248 
249 


250 
251 


XXV. The Public Prayer for the King, 1788, paraphraſed in 


verſe 


XXVII. Occaſional Epilogue to the Tragedy of Douglas 
XXVII. Occaſional Prologue to the Tragedy of Cleone 


XXVUL, Occaſional Epilogue to the ſame 


XXIX. Occaſional Prologue to the Tragedy of the Gameſter 
XXX, Occalional Prologue to the Comedy of the Conſcious 


Lovers 


XXXI; Occaſional Epilogue to the ſame 


XXXII. The Knights, or, Both Right and Both Wrong; a Tale 


SON GS. 

I. A Naval Cantata —ſ 

II. The Roſe—To Laura — 

III. The Mutual Sigg ———_— 

IV. I love thee as Life, &c. — 

V. Thou ſetting Sun, &c. — 
VI. Come, deareſt Flora, &c. — 

VII. The Sailor's Farewell 
VIII. Before the Morn' 85 &c. 
IX. Anacreontic. Let the Sage, Kc. 
X. The Evening Walk 
XI. From a MS. Play. Has Deli heard, &c. 


| 


nen 


252 


256 


259 
262 
265 


— 
1 


x CONTENTS. 


Page 
XII. Great Love! &c. — — 309 
XIII. How weak is vain Man, &c. — 311 
XIV. When Damon firſt, &c, . — — 313 
XV. Anacreontics While I ſigh'd, &c. — cz 
XVI. Imitated from Metaſtaſio — 837 
XVII. When Love illumes, &c. — U — 319 
XVIII. The Seaſons of Life — — oc 
XIX. Il Moderato — 323 
XX. From a MS. Play. To chace the miſts, &c. 324 
XXI. Great and free | — 326 
| SONNETS. | 

I. To Memory — — 33 
II. To Senfibility _ — — — 3322 
III. To Spring — — 333 
IV. To Winter — 4 
V. On parting with a Friend 335 
VI. To Contentment 336 
VII. On hearing the Evening Bell of — 3237 
VIII. To Hope — — — 338 
IX. To Warren Haſtings, Eſq. — 3239 
X. To Night — 340 
XI. Deſpair — 9 
XII. To Charity — . 30 
XIII. To Philander — 3243 


XIV. To Lady Amelia Spencer — 24 
XV. On receiving the news of the loſs of an n only Brother 345 


XVI. To Rational Soy 


— 


PROLOGUE, 


I 
\ 


PROLOGUE 
DIALOGUE BETWEEN THE POET AND THE PRINTER. 


PRINTER. 


I've read over your Poems, and—may I be free? 
In opinion I fear we ſhall never agree. 


 PoErT. 
Speak boldly—I honour Sincerity's part— 
The man that is candid I'll claſp to my heart. 
To Truth and to Reaſon with reverence I bow, 
To thoſe my eternal allegiance I vow ; 
While Folly, and Envy, and Malice combin'd, 
May buzz round my head—they reach not my mind. 


| PRINTER. | 

Well, then, to make ſhort—your Poems are grave, 
With ſcarce wit enough from ſinking to fave 
Few daſhes of humour, much too little of love, 
Scarce a paſſion ſave that of ſoft pity you move: 
No villain you flatter, nor, worſe ! you expoſe ; 
No fool you make free with—you batter no foes.— 
Nay more AG | 


POET. * 
—— Hold, hold, I wou'd not, to merit the bays, 
Of Senſe, Taſte, and Virtue thus forfeit the praiſe ! 
The fools that'I pity, the knaves that I hate, 
Shall ne'er in my verſe gain a reſpite from fate: 
Not one day would I wiſh to lengthen their fame; 
With their vices, and foibles too, periſh their name 
5 5p PRINTER, 


e ( w ) 
| PRINTER. 


A Poet deyoid both of fatire and gall! 
Indeed you ſurpriſe me tis marvellous all. 


PoE T. 


If I may 5 be allow'd my own boſom to know, 
*Tis form'd for Affection's moſt cordial glow z 
To Friendſhip attach'd, to Gratitude prone, 
It melts at diſtreſs—it feels all its own ! 
The keeneſt exceſs both of pleaſure and pain, 
Heaven taught me to taſte ;—ah ! the former in vain, 
Yet not all the ills that can preſs on the mind, 
Eſtrange it from ſocial love of its kind; 
The Paſſions malignant ne'er aſylum found there— 
Too foft are its tones their impreſſion to bear. 

O periſh the verſe, may the wit be forgot, 
That fixes on CrnarrTy's features a blot ! 
That ſanctions the worthleſs, or flatters the baſe, 
Though cer ſo exalted in fortune or place! 
That ſharpens the pangs Senſibility ſhares, 
Or ſports with misfortunes, and aggravates cares; 
That ſpatters the merit it cannot attain, 
And plants in the generous boſom a pain 

Yes! let my dull Muſe in good-nature delight 
I aſk for no fame from libels and ſpite; 
No laugh would I raiſe at th' expence of a figh— 
No tear would I draw from the innocent eye: 
'To Friendſhip and Virtue my verſes are duc, 
And the wreath that I twine to their dictates are true! 


BLENHEIM : 


AR GUM E N . 


Invocation and Addreſs to Chaucer, the Father of Engliſh 
Poetry—Scene, a May Morning Subject propoſed An- 


cient Palace — Alfred Henry II. Roſamond— The Black 


Prince The Princeſs Elizabeth Modern Improvements— 
Blenheim—Paintings—Apoſtrophe to Artiſts —Tapeſtry— 
Addreſs to George Duke of Marlborough—Noon—A View 
from the Triumphal Gate near Woodſtock—Churchill's 

Pillar Character W oodſtock Origin of the Echo—Even- 
ing Flower Baſket — Caſcade — Reflection — Fountain 
High Lodge Landſeape— Oxford Conc luſion. 
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Nor THE VALE 
Or Tzurz, Aub IN SONG, NOR IDA's GROVE 
SUCH BEAUTY BOASTS. 
Lord LyTTaIL ToN's Blenheim, 


Qui FAIT AIMER LES CHAM?sS, FAIT AIMB&A LA VER TU, 
7 Ds LII ISE. 
* : 


Tunorrar Cuavcer ! from ELys1An bowers, 


Where Pleaſure's Sun illumes the light-wing'd hours ; 


Local Poetry is a Species of Compoſition, of which the funda- 
mental Subject is ſome particular Landſcape to be poetically de- 
ſcribed, with the Addition of ſuch Embelliſhments as may be ſupplied 
by #18TORICAL Retroſpection, or 1NCIDENTAL Meditation, 


Dr. Jonxsox. 
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Where deathleſs wreaths poetic brows entwine, 
Nor Exvy blaſts the honours of the Nine; 


Propitious liſt Thy once-lov'd haunts explore, 5 
Where raptur'd Muſes caught thy lays of yore; 
When ſweeteſt notes made vocal every grove, 
And every echo whiſper'd heart-felt love, 
Firſt-born of bards ! when Fancy paints thy name, 
I catch contagion from thy hallow'd fame; 19 
Through all my foul devolves Ambition's tide, 
With thee, down future years, I ſeem to glide ; 
My little bark gains impulſe from thy oar, 
Quits the low ſtrand, and ſeeks the Muſes? ſhore. 
O bleſs'd in fortune] and in fame too bleſs d, 135 
By kings and princes honour'd and careſs | 
If e er thy gentle ſpirit hovers near, | 
Thy humble ſuppliant mildly deign to hear ; 
On me, the votary of the tuneful throng, 
Pour down thy tire, and elevate my ſong ; 20 
O'er every line thy inſpiration throw, 


And teach my numbers, like my theme, to glow ! 


Now 
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Now opening morn the orient decks with red, 
And every ſtar of ſilver light is fled ; 
Soft vernal gales diſpenſe a ſweet perfume, 25 
And ſmiling FLOoRA wantons in her bloom: 
In verdant veſture fields and trees appear. — 
Unnumber' d beauties paint the genial year; 
While choral lays, from all the feather'd train, 
Swell the ſweet concert, and delight the plain. 30 


Through ſhady thickets trips the timid fawn, 


The nimble doe bounds briſkly. o'er the lawn ; 


The woolly race to early paſture creep, 
And liquid gems from every green blade ſweep. 
Acroſs the viſta limps the watchful hare, 35 
And ſtarts, and trembles at the ſportive air; 
Surveys my ſteps, then meditates her flight, 
Seeks the cloſe covert, and avoids my fight, 
Fear not, ye painted tenants of the grove, 


Purſue your ſong, and celebrate your love ! 40 


Fly not, ye fawns ! no hoſtile arms I bear,- 


My heart too feeling to increaſe your fear ; 
B 3 My 


FE) 
My hands too pure to rob the warbler's neſt, 


The young to cage, or wound the tuneful breaſt ! 


No tyrant deeds my early ſteps intend, 45 
In me behold your lover and your friend, j 
The Mules” votary, warm'd by NaTuRE's charms, | 
To paint E&A beauties—not to ſpread alarms, 
Enchanting NaTuxs ! miſtreſs of my heart, 
Thy form I bear in every vital her ; 50 
Enraptur'd trace thee, in each circling view, 
Through every ſcene thy devious ſteps purſue ; 4 
And as I range, through different objects toſt, 
Awhile from Maos 1“ page my ills are loſt; 
Hor zE's ardent eye her fruitleſs proſpects leaves, 55 
Nor fond REFLECTION meditates and grieves. 
Let others ſing of TEMHPE“Ss bloomy vale, 


InDosTAN's ſhades, Sa BÆA“s ſpicy gale 


In viſionary blifs with PLaTo rove 


Through Acapemus' conſecrated grove; 60 6 


Purſue the windings of ILyssvs' ſtream, F 
Or, lull'd by Muſes, on Parxnassvs dream: q 
Enough 


N 

Enough for me, amid theſe vernal bowers, 
To ſing of Nature's ſweets, and BLENHE1M's towers; 
Enough for me, the minutes to beguile &, 65 
And, Ol too much, if MARLBOROUGHdeigntoſinile! 

Where yon ſpread trees wave o'er the cryſtal ſtream, 
And ſhew inverted by the ſolar beam; 
There, where the margin's daiſy-mantled ſide 
Shelves down to kiſs the congregated tide, 70 
An ancient palace ſtood f the loy'd retreat 
Of Britain's monarchs from the toils of ſtate ; 
Where, dropt the weight of diademic power, 
The king, in private, ſpent the tranquil hour ; 
New ſchemes contriv'd, or ponder'd on the paſt, 75 
Nor felt time ſlowly lag, nor fly too faſt. 
Here ſacred ALFRED, victor of his foes, 
Indulg'd a ation: and a mild repoſe ; 


* This Poem was originally written during the intervals that illneſs 


gave the Author a neceſſary relaxation from more important avoca- 


tions; or when he fled to the alleviations of verſe, as an antidote for 


the preſſure of care. 
+ Now not a wreck remains. Two ſycamore trees alone mark the 


ſport, 
FE B 4 — Undrew 


(3) 
Undrew the veil that wrapt the moral page *, 


And ſooth'd by claſſic arts a barbarous age 80 
Bade Science bloom with renovated grace, 

And claſp the Muſes in a cloſe embrace. 

Here valiant HENRY, crown'd by War and Love, 
Form'd the fam'd labyrinth, and rear'd the grove ; 

In ſcenes of dalliance ſunk the hero's fire, 85 
And wak'd to CLIrroRp's + charms th' ignoble lyre. 
But not that arm which ſhook each hoſtile ſtate ;— 
That ſword, reſiſtleſs as the blow of Fate; 


From jealous Rage could ſave this lovely flower, 


And ſtay vindictive ELeoxora's power: 90 


Frail beauty falls--the king diſſolves in tears, 


And mourns the burden of the crown he wears. 


* He tranſlated BozTnwvs d: Conſolatione Philoſephie at this place, 
and about the ſame time founded the Univerſity of Oxroxp. 


+ Who has not heard of Hzxxy and Roſamond, the beautiful 


but unfortunate daughter of Lord de Clifford ! No traces of her bower 
or labyrinth are to be ſeen,—The ſpring that muſt have ſupplied her 


bath, ſtill bears her name, and is truly 


« Health to the Sick, and ſolace to the Swain.“ 


IIl-fated 


Fy-1 
III fated fair! by HENRx led aſtray, 
And taught to tread Seduction's thorny way 3 


Lur'd from parental arms, ere Prudence? call 95 
Fix d Virtue's wiſh, or pictur d Vice's fall; 
Immur'd by Love, in ſolitary bowers, 
And doom'd to wither like the deſert flowers ! 
Oft as the Muſe, when evening ſhades prevail, 
And balmy fragrance loads the paſſing gale, 100 
With ſtudious ſteps thy once lov'd haunts ſurveys, 
Thy tragic fate excites her moral lays ; 
Compaſſion's veil conceals Pollution's ſtain, 
And Pity's tear bedews thy guilty reign. 
And can the Muſe, as through the miſt of years 105 
Time's lengthen'd viſta to her view appears, 
Forget to ſtrew an EDwWARD's ® honour'd herſe 
With the ſmall tribute of a plauſive verſe ; 
Forget the Prince's worth, the Hero's fire, 
Nor wake to patriot warmth the tuneful lyre J 
Illuſtrious EpwarD ! on thy natal hour, 
With partial aſpects ſhone each heavenly power: 


* EpwaxD the Black Prince, born at Woodſtock, and who is ſaid 
to 
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9 
Px acs from her olive throne triumphant ſung, 
And fierce BELLONA many a pæan rung; 
The gentle Arts with approbation ſmil'd, 115 
And War's wild offspring hail'd their favourite child. 
O, fitted, or to ſhine in martial pride, 
When hoſtile legions preſs on every ſide; 
Or give to Science all her native charms, 
And conquer Mix ps by Reaſon's nobler arms! 120 
Fain would the Mule a laſting wreath 8 
To deck with vivid bloom thy brow divine: 


Fain would fhe ſing of Por crIERS' tented field, 


And with the Lily grace thy ſable ſhield; 


But NATURE's charms recall her wild career, 125 


And fix ber, ardent, to a mecter ſphere. 
What hoſts of heroes, loſt in whelming Time, 


Have grac'd thy margin, ſoft meandering GLYME * ! 


to have once occupied the author's preſent reſidence, from that cir- 


cumſtance called Prince's Place in ancient records. 


* The river that. divides Old from New Woodſtock, and flows 


7 


through BLEXUEIM Park. 


What 


_— 


-— . 
ee 
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[00 
What trains of beauties, on thy willow'd fide, 
Have tripp'd the velvet lawn in virgin pride! 130 
What ſplendid rolls of Kings and queens appear, 
Who once ſhed kindeſt, brighteſt luſtre here 
What tuneful lays entranc'd the liſtening ſwain, 
What ſhouts of joy made vocal all the plain; 


When ſhone the court in all the blaze of ſtate, 13g 


And Pleaſure ſmil'd upon the regal ſeat ; 


When every wiſh with every joy was crown'd, 

And hovering Cupids ſpread their wings around ! 
Vet cannot Birth, or Fortune's powerful claim, 

Beauty's fair form, or Virtues heavenly flame, 140 

From Life's fell cares their lov'd poſſeſſors free; 

Elſe, why, EL1Za * frown'd the Fates on thee ? 

Why dropp'd the tear, as from! the-lairies-ſoes, 


The rural maiden, ſinging, croſs'd the green? 


* Queen EL1zABETH, impriſoned here by her cruel ſiſter Mazy 


—She was afterwards a bountiful benefactor to the borough of 
Woodſtock. See a poetical deſcription of the circumſtance here al- 


luded to, in SHENSTONE's Works, 


But 
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But that you felt the crime of being great, 145 


And grac'd a priſon, ere you rul'd a ſtate ! 

Thoſe ſcenes are vaniſh'd—ſcarce a trace remains, 
And (ſcarce one veſtige Nature's face retains. 
Oblivion broods upon the levell'd lawn, 
And fly the tints by Hiſtory's pencil drawn. 150 
The turf-grown Palace ſhews no antique tower ; 
Nor wall the Loves in mana Bower 
A Ser1NG alone preſerves her ill-ſtarr'd name, 
Recalls her beauty, and confirms her ſhame ;— 
Thus ARxETHUSA rolls recording waves, 155 
And where ſhe ſhone, the peaceful precints laves. 

But let not Fancy droop, or Genius grieve, 
That ancient ſcenes no bold impreſſion leave. 
Tho' ALB1oN's kings relinquiſh WoopsTock's ſhades, 
Their partial preſence till our ſpirits glads ; 160 
And GREOROE and CnarrorrTr, brighteſt, happieſt pair! 
Have own'd the magic of theſe objects fair ;— 
Have felt the charm of Beauty link'd with Taſte ; 
And Worth congenial to their own embrac'd &. 


* Alluding to the Royal Viſit in 1786. 
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- Lift che rapt eye! ſee ſtately BLENnerM riſe, 


And point ſublime her turrets to the ſkies. 


Imperial BLENHEIM! in whoſe ample round, 


United ſtrength and majeſty are found ; 


At once the monument of arms and arts, 


165 


3 The Hero's meed, the pledge of Brit1sn hearts; 170 


F Till Time's remoteſt ſtage, deſign'd to prove, 


A CavrcniLL's valour and a Nation's love. 


What ſplendid columns ſhine in maſſy rows, 
| With how much art the chiſel's labour glows ! 


| What dædal ſkill in every part appears, 


17S 


| While ARCHITECTURE, pleas'd, her head uprears, 


And boaſts tae vigour of a VanBRuGH's mind, 


9 | As ANNA' s bounty, vaſt, and unconfin'd ! ! 


_—_ 
< 
N 
21 . 


And could my Verſe pourtray each work of taſte, 


With the ſame charms their beauties fire my breaſt, 189 


1433 rapt, would liſten to my ſong, 

And Time's laſt voice the living notes prolong : 

But who can count the dew-drops on the ſpray, 

Or twinkling lights that ſtrew the Milky Way ? 
9 


Who 


EW) 
Who can embrace all Science” ſacred lore, 185 
Unlock her ſprings, and rifle all her ſtore ? 


Here Paix TIN ſhews the wonders of her art, 


Gains on the ſenſe, and captivates the heart; 


From mimic Pencils new creations rile, 


Start into life, and wear its native dyes ; 190 
Bold as the form PROMETRHEUs taught to move, 
When Heaven's dread lightning he withdrew from Jovs, 
Hail, ye great Artiſts! whoſe enchanting ſkill. 

Can mould the Paſſions, and controul the Will: 

Not to the Eye your labours are addreſt, — 195 
They boaſt an influence o'er the ductile Breaſt; 

For while, entranc'd, each happy touch we view, 


The MoraL Stnst becomes reform'd by you: 


Beauty and Order, Harmony and Eaſe, 


Unite to poliſh, as they tend to pleaſe, 200 
Here BRusskLs' looms their boaſted ſkill diſplay, 


And tapeſtry armies ſtand in long array *, 


* The Duke of Marlborough's Battles, &c, are pourtrayed on the 
tapeſtry hangings of ſome of the apartments, 


The 
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The vivid tints with War's dread horrors burn 
Here, Grief and Shame; thens, Rage and Fury turn 
The lengthen'd march, the ramparts riſe to ſight, 205 
And all the kindling glories of the fight. 
Warm'd into life, immortal CHURCHILL glows, 
And deals deſtruction on BRITANNIA“s 3 
The patriot ardour gliſtens in his face; — 
Fair ALBION's ſons diſplay their native grace; 210 
While humbled FRANCE a deadly pale o'erſhades, 
Dim riſe her Chiefs, her meteor ſplendour fades: 
TALLARD a captive—numbers find a grave, 
And numbers ſink beneath the Israran wave, 
Hermonarch's buſt * with emblems compaſs'd round, 215 
From ToukNay torn, is rais'd on Barrisg ground; 
A glorious trophy to the victor's fame. 


A laſting record of the GaLLic ſhame, 


* The buſt of Louis XIV. taken from the gates of Tournay, is 


> erected over the South Portico of Blenheim, with this inſcription on 


the Pediment ; 


Euxoræ hc VINDEX GENIO DECORA ALTA BRITANNO. 


See, 


2 
Mi es te —— err 3 — 2 


1 
See, where the ſedgy GLYME inglorious ſtray'd, 


The ſpacious lake extend, the white caſcade |! 220 


See bold R1aLTos verdant hills conjoin, 

And chaſten'd Taſte confirm each fair deſign ! 
See wering woods their aged arms diſplay, 
And quivering ſun-beams ſhed a partial day ; 


Long viſtas ſhooting from the wondering eyes, 225 


And bloom perennial pour unnumber'd dyes | 


See flower-crown'd FO ſpread her lucid train, 

And give to Beavury all the ſmiling plain ; 

While ſylvan Pan, amid the ſhady trees, 

Joins in the concert with the ſwelling breeze. 230 
Elyſian Scene! by noble SyzxcER lov'd, 

Whoſe taſte completes what Nature had approv'd, 

By him, yon groves the ruſſet ſlopes adorn, 

That catch the golden tinge of early morn; 

By him, the blofſom'd ſhrub, the blooming flower, 235 


From blended ſweets reviving incenſe pour ; | 


By him, the cryſtal lake is taught to ſtray, 


Where yielding vallies point a ready way; 
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By him, the rough caſcade, with deafening roar, 
To liquid elements deſcribes a ſhore ; | 240 
While winds the whiten'd wave through flowery meads, 
And ſilver ſwans diſport among the reeds. 

Illuſtrious Name | to every virtue dear, 
Whom all the good mult love, the bad revere : 
Unwarp'd by Grandeur's ſoft, ſeductive lure, 245 
And arm'd by Reaſon, from her arts ſecure ; 
For once, from wild Caprice, kind Fortune free, 
Showers down her choiceſt gifts, unblam'd, on thee. 


Tis not thy titles that command our love, 


"Tis not thy ſplendour that the wiſe approve 3 230 
But 'tis thy native worth, thy noble mind, 
That glows with charity for all mankind ! 
Wealth, power, and titles—pageants of a day, 
Ungrac'd with merit, ſhed a feeble ray, 
Soon ſinks the fame, not rais'd on true deſert, 255 


And all the praiſe, that lives not in the heart; 
Soon ſinks the pride from anceſtry that flows ;— 
The ſplendid villains are but public ſhows ; 
7 "5 Awbile 
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Awhile they blaze, and catch the ſimple eye, 


Then melt in air, like meteors in the ky ! 


Not thus Nobility with Worth conjoin'd, 
Its luſtre ſpreads, and leaves a track behind. 
The gifts of Fortune in a good man's power, 
Are but the friendleſs wretch's certain dower; 


They raiſe the languid, wipe Affliction's tear 


Such, noble MarxLBoRoOUGH ! ſhine thy bounties here. 


Fe * 8 an, 5 2 D 
at X A Wh P 2 = 1 
e 8 8 * © n .*— = x 
r - * 0 1 = * 


265 


6 F E = . y 
wa hn, og Se dd 1, at 40% 2 3 we th. « 
ALLIS A OI STII EC CST rior Gd Moe yon SIT 


Thrice happy Man | whom rural honours pleaſe, v 
The charms of Science, and the ſweets of Eaſe, , 
Bleſt with a RussEL's love, in whom combine ; 
The ſplendid virtues of her noble line ; 270 | 
Bleſt with an offspring, lovely as the day f 
That opes the roſy morn of gentle May; 2 | 
You hear, unmov'd, Ambition's ſounding call, 
Mark her ſteep progreſs, and avoid her fall : | 

State's gilded trappings to the vain you leave, 275 | 
Nor court the plaudits which the bold receive; 
The trueſt patriot in the man is ſeen, — | 
From each extreme you keep the golden mean. [ 
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With Genius warm'd, with Independence bleſt, 
Vours are the joys which Virtue loves to taſte; 280 
The cloſe-drawn ties, the Friend, the Father knows, 
2 The heartfelt bliſs from mutual love that flows; 
The generous glow Benevolence awakes, 


4 When cheriſh'd' Merit bleſſes, and partakes. 


The ardent ſun now pours meridian heat, 285 
To leafy coverts panting herds retreat ; 
The rural train frequent the cryſtal ſpring, 
Or, fann'd by Zephyrs, in the cool ſhade ling ; 
While near yon portal, whoſe triumphal round 
Opes the ſweet proſpects of Elyſian ground, 290 
With raptur'd eye, 1 take my ſilent ſtand, 
To paint the glowing view on every hand. 
Full in the front, the palace towers ſublime, 
And mocks the ravages of wreckful Time : 
Its gilded orbs reflect AroLLo's ray, 295 
And ſhed abroad an artificial day; 
Low at its feet, the verdant carpet lies, 
Shrubs, trees, and flowers, in fair confuſion riſe; 


C2 While 


602 

While hovering Genii conſecrate the ground, 
And ſpread protecting influence around. 300 

There winds the lake through deep emboſom'd vales, 
Whence winged Zephyr draws refreſhing gales. 
And lo! ſublime, th' aerial column ſhews, 
How CavrcniLti conquer'd, and how ſunk his foes. 
The Roman Eagles at his feet diſpread, 30 5 
Tell how GERMANIA owns his faving aid: 
The long inſcriptions dignify his name, 
And rouſe BxiTANNIA's ſons to emulate his fame. 

Immortal Chief! of Albion's ifle the pride, 
By martial deeds to greateſt names allied, 310 
Renown'd for valour, as for mercy lov'd, 
The higheſt pitch of human bliſs you prov'd ; 
Gain'd the fair meed, aer the conſcious ſtain, 
And wore the laurel, unalloyed with pain. 
Unlike thoſe peſts, who fought for fame alone, 315 
To ſlave a nation, or to mount a throne ; 
You drew the ſword, the injur'd to defend, 


'To aid the helpleſs, and the proud to bend, 


: ( a8 J 

J Be this your fame — nor could the favouring Nine 
Grace with a praiſe, more noble, more divine. 320 
q Here Woops rock, erſt amid the ſylvan ſcene “, 

4 Lifts her high brow, and, happy, ſmiles ſerene : 

4 Woops rock, belov'd by Diax's huntreſs train, 

N What time thoſe ſhades confeſs'd the Goddeſs reign. 
2 Oft on this bank the weary Power repos'd, 325 
Ot to the ſtream her virgin limbs diſclos'd ; 
Around their queen the duteous nymphs reoice, 
| | Mark her keen eye, and watch her favouring voice ; 

i Attend the ſummons, join the rapid chace, 
. And bear their ſpoils triumphant to this place. 330 
| Among the reſt, fair GALATEa ſhone, 
| 1 Whom D1ax honour'd with the veſtal zone. 

| Her, midſt the FRI 1 in early childhood loſt, 

The goddeſs found, and cheriſh'd in her hoſt ; 

The graceful quiver deck'd her youthful fide, 335 

Her ſnowy hands the feather'd ſhafts ſupply'd. 


It was formerly within the limits of Whichwood Foreſt. 


CY Firſt 


(22 ) 


Firſt in the chace, unrivall'd in the dance, E 


Skill'd or to ſing, or dart the quivering lance; 
From faireſt nymphs ſhe bore away the prize, 

And wak'd pale Envy in the brighteſt eyes. 340 
To rooted Malice, pining Envy turns, 

With fell revenge each ſickening boſom burns ; 
| | Each look was watch'd, each word explain'd away, 
And foul-mouth'd Slander ſtain'd her brighteſt day. 
| Iaventive SCANDAL tells her ſoothing tale, 345 
Imputed crimes Diana's ears aſſail; 

But fill the goddeſs heard the tale with ſcorn, 

And till freſh wreaths her favourite's brows adorn. 


It chanc'd, one day, the chace was long and hor, 


Diana ey'd them with a parent's care, 


Alone her beſt-lov'd maid was wanting there. 


A cruel ſmile now plays on every face, 
And buzzing Scandal fills the facred place : 
This feigns, whom GALATEA ſtray'd to meet * 355 


That, lays an ardent lover at her feet; — 
Another 


Each nymph was tic'd, and ſought the cooling grot; 350 
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Another dwells on every deed of ſhame, 

And points to views which virgins ſhould not name. 

All urge their ſuit the fair is doom'd to fall, 

Should Diſobedience wait Diana's call. 360 
The winding horn alarm'd the foreſt round, 

No voice reſponſive echo'd to the ſound— 

A furious boar ſhe urg'd with fatal zeal, 

And chas'd him, foaming, with reſiſtleſs ſteel ; 

Far from the uſual haunts ſhe eager ſtray'd, 365 

Nor heard the ſummons of the DELIAx maid. 

Reſentment, quick, uſurps the place of love, 


And thrice Diana ſwore, by Stygian Jove, 


To pour down vengeance on the wandering fair, 


And blaſt her, heedleſs, in her wild career. 370 


The goddeſs ſpoke—her great revenge decrees— 
Each eye beams pleaſure, and each voice agrees. 
| Transform'd to Ecno * , GALATEA mourns, 

And ſtill with fruitleſs care the call returns. 


* The Echo in Blenheim Park has from the time of Prorr been 
the ſubject of philoſophic attention; it cannot therefore be improper 


to introduce it here as a poctic Epiſode. 
4 Deep 


(2 ) 

Deep in yon hill, the pining virgin dwells, 375 
And floods with ceaſeleſs tears her darkſome cells; 
But, doom'd by Dian's wrath, her vocal tongue 
Paints the gay pleaſures of the ſportive young ; 
Dwells on the joys her fate forbids to taſte, 
Or ſoothes with kindred voice the wretch's breaſt. 380 
Oft, too, the ſhepherd tries her mimic — 
When ſable night unfolds its tranquil hours ; 
And oft, the ſtranger ſtarts, and wildly hears 
Her frequent murmurs vibrate on his cars. 

Now from the lake the cooling breezes play; 385 
The lengthening ſhadows ſpeak declining day ; 
A milder glory decks the crimſon'd groves, 
And paints the ſcene that Contemplation loves. 
From daily toil returns the happy hind, 
Peace in his eye, compoſure in his mind, 390 
Content with Fortune's parſimonious ſtore, 
And wile, in ignorance, to aſk no more. 
The wheeling bat now trims her leather wings ; 
Lov'd PHILOMELA tunes her voice and fings : 


6 | A mute 


( 25 ) 
A mute attention waits her melting train, | 395 
And ſweeteſt rivals own their art is vain. 

The ſcene invites—freſh beauties yet in view, 
Bid me, enraptur'd, ſtill my theme purſue. 
Through winding paths I gain the realms of flowers, 
Where Art and Nature boaſt their blended powers ; 
Where MARLBRO' ſeeks to ſhun the ſultry heat, 
And wooes fair Science to his ſoft retreat ; 
Where all the Loves in SyENCERs turn their eyes, 
Crop the freſh bud, or mark its opening dyes ; 
Midſt gayeſt ſweets the vacant hours beguile, 40g 
And rob and rival FLora's richeſt ſpoil. 
Bring every flower from Truth's perennial bed, 
To weave a crown for CAROLINA's * head: 
Depict each virtue beaming from her eye, 
Fond love, firm faith, and mild complacency z 410 
Let every grace and every charm be ſeen, 


All that we love in Britain's ſacred Queen: 


* Ducheſs of Marlborough. 
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All that in CHAN LOTTE can delight, endear, 
Then ſhall each heart confeſs the likeneſs here. 
Onward I paſs—the white caſcade appears, 415 
The Kd of waters ruſhes on mine ears: 
Down the ſteep fall devolve the foaming tides, 
Unfading verdure clothes th' aſpiring fides. 
Emblem of life ! where waves on wards ariſe, 
While Hop E looks up, and views ſerener ſkies; 420 
Where ſtill the troublous ſea inceſſant roars, 
And ſtill Hoes flatters, as we eye the ſhores. 
Happy the man ! to whom the breath of Heaven 
A well-tun'd ſoul—a temper'd mind has given, 
Happy the man ! whoſe ſentimental breaſt 425 
To every blefling gives a higher zeſt ; 
On every charm a brighter luſtre throws, 
And adds new ſweetneſs to the damaſk roſe. 
He from each object draws ſome healing balm, — 
From each fair ſcene ſome antidote to ab ; 430 
Finds Ax r and NATvss in their every guiſe, 


Fraught with attractions to enchant his eyes; 


Enjoys 


„ 

Enjoys the treaſures that the rich poſſeſs, 

And makes their ſplendor miniſter to bleſs. 

Such be my mind! Alas, my prayer is vain: 435 

l feel the good. — but {till recur to pain. 

No envy waſtes me for another's wealth, 

His fame, his fortune, happineſs, or health; 

No ſordid paſſions o'er my ſoul prevail, 

Vet Bliſs abjures to waft me on its pale. 440 

For I have known the ills that life moleſt, 

The frame too tender, the too feeling breaſt 

The ſenſe too nice, the warm ingenuous glow 

That ſpurns at vice, yet pants to heal its woe: 

For I have known the fondeſt, deareſt ties 445 

Torn from my * and raviſh'd from my eyes; 

In ſorrow ſunk, hung o'er my children's grave, 

And wail'd whom Providence refus'd to ſave. 

Yon noble fountain *, 1n the valley plac'd, 

Allures my ſteps, and ſpeaks ITALIA's taſte, 450 

There 
„ The ft work of Bunmmun, and d % far he ZR 
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There River-gods, reclin'd at eaſe, explore 
A ſcene more lovely than their native ſhore ; 
Confeſs HzsezRIA boaſts no charms that vie 


With the bright landſcapes which around them lie. 


Long had this fabric preſs'd th' inglorious ground, 455 


Each beauteous ſcuipture felt of Time the wound, 
The mangled Figures prov'd the vulgar ſcorn, 


Toſs'd into corners, uſeleſs and forlorn. 


Great SEN ER ſaw—he bade the pile aſcend, 


Each part reſume its office and its end; 460 


The marble gods enjoy their deſtin'd ſeat ; 


The {ſpacious baſon open at their feet. 


Now the grand whole the eyes of Taſte detains, 


And one more beauty decorates theſe plains, 
With haſty ſtep I quit the vale below, 465 


And gain the LopGs that crowns the mountain's brow, 


fountain in the Piazza Navona at Rome ; it was a preſent from the 
Spaniſh Ambaſſador at the Papal Court to the firſt Duke of Marl- 
borough, but has only been recently erected. 


N - Where 


* 
J 
W 
7 
| 
"7 
fi 
"a 
IY 
1M 
4 
5 


* 


T9. 
Where dying W1LMoT “ caught Religion's flame, 
And breath'd contrition for a life of ſhame ; 
Condemn'd his wit, revok'd his follies paſt, 
And fix'd his anchor on the Kies at laſt. 470 
Enchanting ſite ! Hence every rural ſweet, 


And every natural charm, delight to meer. 


Hence, to the eye, the landſcape opens wide; 


The dancing ſpirits roll a quicker tide. 

Around new objects prompt th' excurſive lay; 475 
The gently winding ſtream, the meadow gay; 

The ſmiling village, ſunk in leafy ſhades, 

That juſt unfolds its low roots through the glades ; 


The ſplendid ſeat, the tower, the ſhining ſpire, 


And hills that catch the ſun's departing fire; 486 
The ſylvan ſcene, where erſt, in fairer days, 


To NaTuRE's charms I pour'd the heartfelt lays : 


* The Earl of Rocheſter, who died at the High Lodge, a üncere 
penitent. | 


+ See Ode to Nature, written in Whichwood Foreſt. 


Oxon1A's 


6360 
Oxon1a's fanes, of every Art the ſeat, 
Of every Muſe the lov'd, the bleſt retreat; 
Where worth and learning in a Baravgsr's* mind 48 5 
With kindeſt manners, nobleſt ſenſe are join'd : 
Where tuneful WarTon f theſe weak warblings hears, 
Nor lends to decent ſtrains faſtidious ears. . 
The grateful heart to SM1TH t with ardour turns, 
For whom affection undiminiſh'd burns, 490 
Friend of my health, and patron firſt rever'd, 
And ſtill by kindneſs as concern endear'd. 

O may fair SerENeE in theſe precincts ſmile, 
And ſhed her luſtre o'er this happy iſle: 
To guard the laws, religion's flame maintain, 495 
Still may worth iſſue from her foſtering reign. 
Rais'd as a barrier gainſt th” inſidious Band, 


Here may the Chriſtian chieftains take their ſtand ; 


* Canon of Chriſt Church, 
F The late moſt amiable and lamented Poet Laureate. 


t John Smith, M. D. Savilian Profeſſor of Geometry. 
Repel 
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Repel the arrows of the threat'ning foe, 

And bring the champions of confuſion low. 500 
For atheiſts dark, and irreligion looſe, 

Pour pointleſs wit, or ſeaſon rank abuſe ; 

3 Dare the dread SOVEREIGN in his high abode, 

| And mock the vengeance of a jealous Gov. 

And worſe than they—a train, with learning blind, 505 
Would ſcan OMn1sciznce, and explore his mind; 


From Scripture move th' authenticating ſeal, 


And wreſt its maxims to their partial zeal ; 

Find a new track, abjure the faithful guide, 

And ruſh on heaven with arrogance and pride. 5 10 
But tir'd the Muſe, ſhe droops her vagrant wing, 

Nor dares on TEE of high import to ſing 

N Content to ſkim the ſcene with haſtening eye, 

Which future bards ſhall equal to the ſky . 

With happier verſe ſecure eternal fame, 515 


When loſt, perhaps, my numbers and my name. 
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To the Memory of 


Ciupt. JAMES KING“, LL. D. F. R. S. 


bi 
2 | NEC QUIDQUAM TIBI PRODEST 
3 AERIAS TENTASSE Douos, ANIMOQUE ROTUNIIUM 


PERCURRISSE POLUIM, MORITURO, EE Hon. 


, i ; 


| 6 F IERCE Eurus howls ! the mountain billows riſe, 
And daſh indignant on the rocky ſhore ; 


Before the ſtorm the fear-ſtruck ſailor flies, 
2 Orleans incumbent o'er his uſeleſs oar. 

Y 

4 


* 'This amiable and diſtinguiſhed naval officer, the friend and 


coadjutor of Captain Cook, and joint aſtronomer and continuator of 


his laſt voyage, died at Nice in the autumn of 1784, univerſally 
reſpected and regretted, 
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The lofty pine, the growth of many a year, 
Bends like the ofier with the rapid blaſt ; 


Exulting Horror drives in wild career, 


And trembling Nature ſeems to dread her laſt, 


*Tis dark, and diſmal, as Cimmerian night ! 
No filver-ſtar unfolds its twinkling ray; 
And ſhrouded Cynthia veils her gentle light, 


While only meteors ſhoot athwart tle way. 


No muſic floats along the troublous ſky,— 
No joyous ſounds the ſombre ſcene relieve ; 
But night-owls ſcream from yonder turret high, 


And deep in Fancy's ear they ſeem to grieve, 


This ſcene is ſuited to my penſive mind; 


I ſmile on horrors, and enjoy the ſtorm : 
In every face congenial gloom I find, 


And terror ſtamps her image on each form, 
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But who is this, of more than mortal race, 
That throws a radiant luſtre all around, 
While tears obſcure the beauties of her face, 


As low ſhe lays her honours on the ground ? 


is Britain's Gzn1vs, with inverted ſpear, 
Stripp'd of her plumes, her trophies, and her ſhield, 
Deep drown'd in anguiſh for a ſon ſo dear, 


Too carly doom'd to quit bright Glory's field. 


Y Illuſtrious Kixs and would no pitying Power 
| Avert diſtemper, and prolong thy breath ? 
: Thy virtues bloſſom'd for a ſhort-liv'd hour; 


And ſoon, too ſoon, they felt the chill of death, 


3 Ah! what avails it that, with dauntleſs breaſt, 
J Thou durſt remoteſt ſeas and ſoils explore; 
at Glory's call, ſtill fled'ſt the ſyren Reſt, 


And civic honours on thy native ſnore? 
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Ah! what avail thy Country's ardent love, 
The ſmile of Grandeur, and the breath of Fame ? 
Can theſe Diſeaſe's pallid hand remove, 


And renovate the toil-conſumed frame ? 


Can Virtue free her votaries from the grave, 
And gain exemption from terreſtrial woe ? 
Can Bravery, Honour, Taſte, or Genius ſave, 


And turn aſide th' inevitable blow? 


ITE TE of 5 PILE: BAAN IN V9 * 


No could theſe plead, and length of days enſure, 1 


Nt. 
* 
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; Late would our tears for thee, O Kins ! been ſhed; 5 
| And long, from ſublunary ills ſecure, þ 
| Soft Peace and Pleaſure flutter'd round thy head. | 
Alas! in vain we fix on earthly bliſs, 
Lay the foundation, and begin the pile; [ | | 
We graſp a ſhadow, and the ſubſtance miſs, 1 l 
4 


And Diſappointment mocks our ardent toll, 


Youth's 
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Youth's fairy proſpects, Age's lateſt care, — 
The cup of Pleaſure,—and the ſtore of Gold ; 


Drop like the foliage in autumnal air, 


And prove how weak and impotent our hold. 


Rous'd by Ambition's animating call, 
The thirſt of Glory, and the love of Praiſe, 
The dauntl:ſs breaſt no dangers can appal, 
Where Fame in proſpe& promiſes the bays. 


In Arts, and Arms, to win th' unrivall'd prize, 


How ſtrong the wiſh, how noble is the pride, 
« To read our hiſtory in a nation's eyes,” 


And hear applauſes pour on every fide ! 


But ſay, ye noble, ye heroic few, 


To Glory wedded from your tender years ; 


Does never Fortune cloud the charming view, 


And prove that Life is but a vale of tears ? 
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Does never Hope, that prompts the arduous deed, 
Reſign her place to comfortleſs Deſpair ? 
Does never Chance deny the well-earn'd meed, 


And weave a wreath of anguiſh and of care ? 


But grant that Merit met an equal crown, 
| That Virtue led to Glory's ſplendid fane; 


Say, can you call the faireſt gifts your own, 


And find an antidote for mortal pain ? 


Fate gives the word ! Diſeaſe unnerves the frame ; 
Nor can its laurels eaſe the aching head, 
Abate Conſumption's ſlow-devouring flame, 


And cloſe the paſſage to the ſilent dead. 


With Kins, what rich endowments ſink in duſt ! 
Virtue's warm wiſh, and Conduct's active fire: 
And ſhall BRITANNIA raiſe no living buſt 


But ſuffer worth, unnotic'd, to expire? 


Shall 
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Shall they whoſe arts exalt their country's fame, 


Increaſe her commerce, and extend her reign, 


Find no memorial to preſerve their name, 


Save the ſad hiſtory of their toils and pain ? 


Forbid it, Gratitude ! forbid it, Truth ! 


See Strangers honour, and ſee Aliens mourn ; 
Pour their deep wailings o'er departed youth, 


And bathe with many a tear the hallow'd urn. 


Yer know, when Sculpture ſhall neglected fall, 


The ſtoried arch in pompous ruins lie; 


And Deſolation, o'er the tottering wall, 


Shake her black pinions, and prepare to fly ; 


Thy merits, KN in faireſt tints ſhall live, 
Thy gen'rous friendſhip melt ſoft Pity's breaſt, 
The flight of ages freſher honours give, 


Nor admiration feel its ſource repreſt. 


Link'd 
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Link'd with thy Cook, thy name ſhall glide along; — 


Alas, too ſoon united in the grave! 


Thought, buſy Thought, ſtill prompts the plaintive ſong; 


And Fancy ſaddens at the fame ſhe gave. 


And come, ye natives of Pac Ie Iſles, 
By venturous Br1Tows firſt diſclos'd to view; 
Ceaſe from the dance, and intermit your toils, 


Nor ava's * bowl, nor ſocial feaſt, purſue. 


Taz00F your ſhores! the ſolemn rites prepare; 
Your more than mortals now in duſt lie low ! 
The typic offerings to the Mok AI bear, 


And melt in all the luxury of woe. 


TABOO your ſhores! the Chiefs of Bx IT Is H race, 
Mild, generous, good, and friends to human kind, 
No more your ſolitary coaſts ſhall grace, 


Nor pour inſtruction o'er the ſimple mind. 


* A favourite beverage. See Cook's Voyages. 
+ See the funeral ceremonies of the natives of the South Seas, as 


delineated in Cook's Voyages. 


Know, 
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Know, Cook, and CLERXE, ard Kins, inhumed lie, 
In different regions, far from Britain's ſhore : 
Your ſhrieks be heard, tears guſh from-either eye, 


Your Friends, your Patrons, are, alas! no more. 


Ye OTAREITEAN maids, your boſoms beat; 
Expreſs your grief by every tender art : 
But let no blood fall trickling to your feet 


Affliction's empire's ſeated in the heart. 


Alas! unconſcious of your Patron's fate, 
The dance goes round, the merry damſels ſing; 
And ſtill, at early morn, and evening late, 


The frolic Pleaſures ſport in airy ring. 


Yet oft your eyes ſhall ſtretch o'er Ocean's bed, 


To watch the wind that brings thi expectant fail ; 


And oft, by fogs and fancied forms miſled, 
Forgetful Friends, and needful Aids, bewail. 


* 
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Ah, me! thoſe Friends, tranſlated to the ſky, 
And far remov'd from ſublunary care, 
On ſcenes once lov'd may turn a placid eye; 


But ne'er can grant the object of your prayer. 


And, 10 Heaven's portals open to my ſight, 
A flood of glory darts from either pole; 
Celeſtial cler doe ſhed profuſive light, 
And loud, and oft, the pealing thunders roll. 


And, hark! a voice melodious ſtrikes my ears— 
Reſtrain your tears, repreſs the heaving ſigh ; 
Nor meaſure glory by the length of years; 


« Nor think the good can prematurely die ! 


© Releas'd from bondage, can the Slave complain; 
And, rais'd to honour, can a Mortal grieve : 
The Wretched brood with pleaſure o'er their pain; 


Or ſentenc'd Guilt diſdain the kind reprieve ? 


(4 


In Heaven, alone, is happineſs complete, 
1 © Unmingled pleaſure, and eternal fame: 
þ Here facred Virtue finds her proper ſeat, 


And pureſt honours deck the ſpotleſs name! 


ELEGY u. 


On the lamented Death of 


| JOHN PARSONS, M. D. or Oxroxp. 


MDCCLXXXV. 


} } HAT groans from Is 18“ claſſic ſhore, 


In deepen'd dirge, invade mine ear; 
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Does Genius mourn its ill- ſtarr'd lore, 


And, ſighing, drop the lucid tear? 


Amid thoſe ſeats where attic Taſte 
And Science ſhine in native charms, 
Can cares intrude, to wound the breaſt 


That every ſacred ſtudy warms? 


* This was ſet to muſic by Mr. B. Wheeler. 
Where 
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Where Muſes haunt the hallow'd bowers, : 


And twine the wreath to WarToN's fame, 
Can Sorrow ſpend its ſlow- pac'd hours, 


And Fortune play her fickle game ? 


Alas! not all the Virtues join'd, 
Nor all the ſtores that Genius ſhews, 


Can make the Deſtinies prove kind, 


Or charm away Life's varied woes. 


Reſiſtleſs Fate, with reckleſs might, 
Sweeps Nature to one common grave; 
And, whelm'd in Death's Cimmerian night, 


Sink down the wiſe, the learn'd, the brave. 


Thoſe ſighs that wake the plaintive ſtrain, 
Thoſe groans from Js 1s' letter'd ſhore, 
In feeling terms tell, Life is vain, 


Since ſkilful PaRsons is no more. 


Endow'd 
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Endow'd with all Apollo's art, 
Diſeaſe and pain before him fled ; 


| Reluctant Death withdrew his dart, 


And Miſery rais'd her aching head. 


But not Apollo's tender care 
Could ſave his favourite from the tomb 3 
The healing Powers, in wild deſpair, 
Beheld him meet an early doom, 


| Lamented Parsons ! in thy fate 
The feeling Muſe forgets her own; 


Joins the ſlow funeral's ſolemn ſtate, 


And with a Nation blends her moan. 


ELEGY 


ELEGY III. 
PRINCE's PLACE. 
Addreſſed to the young Gentlemen at the Academy, Woodſtock, 


MDCCLXXXII. 
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ARGUMENT 


Edward the Black Prince, one of the moſt illuſtrious warriors 
the Engliſh nation ever produced, is ſaid to have occupied 
the ſite where the Academy now ſtands ; which from that 
circumſtance, in ancient records, obtains the name of 

Prince's PLAce. This change of poſſeſſors is conſidered , 
and reflections ariſing from a view of the calamities of 
war, are urged as diſſuaſives from its practice, and as in- 
centives to the arts of peace. Bo 


—— —— 


How chang'd the ſcene !—thus muſing Fancy ſung, 
As yon white Villa caught my raptur'd view, 
Where oft to Epward's fame the pzan rung, 


For here, the breath of martial fire he drew. 


E Now 


( 50 ) 


Now claſſic ſtudies warm ingenuous minds, 


And Science ſpreads her beauties to the eye ; 


The olive branch pacific temples binds, 


| And laurel wreaths reſign their place, and die, 


| | 7 
| The warrior's voice is only heard in verſe, 
The glowing record of the rage of arms; 
Yet Contemplation oft attends the herſe, 


Where EowasD ſoon repos'd from rude alarms. 


Yet Time's long viſta op'ning to my fight, 


And Fancy kindling at the hero's fame, | 
Oft ſooth my boſom with a ſad delight, | 

And prompt the Muſe to celebrate his name, g 
In dread array aſſociate champions riſe, 

Their burniſh'd arms reflec the zolden day ; g 
Indignant courage flows from patriot eyes, 


And haughty France ſhrinks back in wild diſmay, 


The 
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The gallant hoſts on Porcrigxs' tented field, 
Reſiſtleſs pour the thunder of the war; 
The lilies droop, the thick battalions yield, 


And heaps of carnage clog the victor's car. 


At ſcenes like thoſe, each youth ſhall learn to glow, ' 
And catch contagion from the hero's fire ; 
Each little arm with warmth more nervous grow, 


And ev'ry heart beat high with martial ire. 


For BAITAIN's weal the virtuous wiſh ſhall riſe, 


And Fancy hurl defiance on her foes ;— | 
And ſounds of terror float along the ſkies, 


Till all th' ideal fight in victory cloſe.— 


But ah ! dear youths, this noble ardour rein ! 


Though bleſs'd the paſſion of your country's love, 
Though Br1Tain's Genius woo you to the plain, 


And loud acclaims the hero's deeds approve. 


E 2. Paint 
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Paint to your minds the deep enſanguin'd line, 
The plumes, the trophies, and the pomp of fight ; 
With deathleſs wreaths the warrior's brow entwine, 


And ſink extenſive realms beneath his might, 


Then let HumaniTy vplift her eyes, 


And ſober RE ason follow in the rear ; 


And ſay, does aught attract the good or wiſe, 


But claims the tribute of Compaſſion's tear? 


Here Deſolation ſpreads her ſombre wings, 
Where erſt the power of cultivation ſmil'd ; 


The widow, there, her hands in anguiſh wrings, 


To ſee a huſband's face in gore defil'd. . 


The orphan's ſhrieks loud burſt upon the ear, 
And many a doleful ſcream each gale conveys ;— 
Ev'n Virtue trembles with a panic fear, | | 4 


And ceaſe of innocence the ſportive lays. 


One 
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. One horrid gloom envelops Nature's face, 


One pallid viſage wears each war-lorn form ; 
Fades ev'ry beauty, flies each ſmiling grace, 
Swift as the warbler from the burſting ſtorm. 


And can your hearts endure this direful ſcene ? 
And can your eyes refrain to overflow ? 


Ah ! never, never let the godlike mien 


Wear features callous to the ſight of woe ! 


When years ſhall place you on Life's buſy ſtage, 
And ardent Hope with flow'rs the proſpect ſtrew; 
Regard theſe maxims, glean'd in early age, 


And from delufive bliſs avert your view. 


In peaceful arts, O] may the youth I love, 
Spend the long tenor of their happy days; 
And ſmit with SciEx E, ſeek the ſilent grove, 


Or court the M USES in immortal lays ! 


3 Adown 
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Adown the ſtream of time glide gently on, 
Nor liſten to Ambition's ſounding voice; 
Nor proſtrate Reaſon from her mental throne, 


And drown her whiſpers in tumultuous joys. 


Or if by fate, or choice, to Buſineſs led, 


And doom'd to move in Trade's contracted Where; ; 


With ſteady ſteps the paths of honour tread, 


And fame and riches ſhall attend you here. 


Or beats your breaſt to view each foreign land, 
And ſpread the fail of commerce o'er the main; 
Where happy climes, and temperate ſeaſons bland, 


With native plenty deck the untill'd plain 


Go! and attend to Virtue's ſacred call; 


Through boundleſs ſpace the deity preſides ; 
And neither cares diſtreſs, nor fears appal, 


The hallow'd breaſt that conſcious virtue guides. 


But 


6 


But ſhun, O ſhnn ! the crimſon'd bluſh of Shame, 
And baneful Pleaſure's ſoft bewitching lure ; 
With fervent zeal preſerve untainted fame, 


Of heav'n the favour, and the conſcience pure, 


With noble ſoul diſdain the partial view, 
The ſocial ties that link mankind revere : 
To love, to honour, and to friendſhip true, 


Their holy dictates hold for ever dear. 


With pity's drop bedew affſiction's ſmart, 
With lenient hand the pangs of miſery heal; 
To mild benevolence refign your heart, 


And learn the ſacred luxury—to feel. 


For know, unfriended, many a virtue weeps, 
In deep ſequeſter'd ſolitude forlorn ; 
And many an eye unceaſing vigils keeps, 


Whoſe cheriſh'd brightneſs might eclipſe the morn. 


E 4 Theſe, 
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Theſe, all have claims upon the favour'd few, 
Whom fortune viſits with a partial ray; 
Theſe, all in grief 's expreſſive language ſue, — 


O! hear their plaints, and wipe their tears away. 


So ſhall your hearts the ſacred pleaſures taſte, 
That flow from Charity's expanded reign; 
And gentleſt tranſports revel in your breaſt, 


To blunt the edge of ſublunary pain. 


So ſhall your days through varied life be bleſs'd, 
And ſmiling Peace your guiltleſs ſteps ſurround ; % 
The foul repoſe in preſent good poſſeſs'd, | * 


And, time no more, with boundleſs joy be crown'd. 


Thus ſhall my verſe be in your weal repaid; 
My humble name the grateful heart will fave ; 
And when the muſe who lov'd, in duſt is laid, 


The tear, freſh-flarting, ſhall bedew his grave. 1 


(57) 


O'er the low tomb, inſcrib'd with honeſt Jays, 
The tutor'd youth ſhall often love to bend; 


And with a ſigh pronounce this artleſs praiſe, 
Here lies my guardian, counſellor, and friend!“ 


ELEGY 


EL ECV IV. 


DAMON AND DEL IA, 


A TASTORA L 


| Bezx EATH the ſhade of waving beech 
The love-lorn Damon lay, 
The warblers huſh'd their tuneful throats, 


The flocks forgot to play. 


His pipe and crook were laid beſide, — 
The ſhepherds round him throng — | 

With languid eyes he look'd around, 
And thus began his ſong : 
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ce Ye ſwains, who feed your ſnowy flocks 


« Where mazy WIND RVS ſtrays; 
6 And ye who love imperial THaMEs, 


« Or Isis crown'd with bays ! 


« With pity hear a ſhepherd's tale, 
„And heave a friendly figh ! 

« $9 ſhall the ſod that greens my grave 
« With lighter preſſure lie. 


So may you meet a happier fate, 
Nor feel a pang like me; 
« So Venus hear your ſoft requeſts, 


c And ſet her ſuppliants free 


«© Once bleſs'd as æther's painted tribes, 
«© When balmy zephyrs play, 

To reſt I gave the ſtarry night, 
6 To ſong the ſunny day. 


| | | ce The 
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“ The various charms that Nature ſhew'd, 


« The flower, the ſhrub, the tree; 
«© The murmuring rill, the moſſy bank, 


“Had ſweets enough for me. 


6 O had thoſe ſweets my wiſhes clos'd, 


« And bounded all my ware, 


& T ſtill had liv'd a happy ſwain, 


« For Nature ſtill is fair! 


& But, ah ! one morning as I roſe, 
« And bruſh'd the glittering dew, | 
&« To tend the ewes and bleating lambs, 


“ Young DEL1A caught my view. 


« The morn that ſaw creation's birth, 
ce Than her was not more fair; 
«« Nor more ſerene the cloudleſs ſky, 


66 Or milder vernal air. 


& Nor 


1 


ce Nor brighter luſtre decks the Pole, 
“Than ſparkled from her eyes; 
«© Amaz'd I ſaw angelic charms; 


ce And ſtood in dumb ſurpriſe. 


« I ſaw and lov'd—bear witneſs, Heav'n ! 
«© With paſhon pure and ſtrong ;— 
« And Love is eloquent in ſpeech, 


% And ſmooths th' untutor'd tongue. 


&« In ſofteſt terms 1 told my flame, 
« She ſmil'd, and bluſh'd to hear; 
ce For innocence had all her heart. 


&« And that has nought to fear. 


« And ſhall I ſee my love, ſaid I, 
Next morning, near yon grove ? 
Again a bluſh conſent declar'd ;— 


I thought that bluſh was love. 


« Nor 


( 62 ) 


Nor envy me, ye blooming fwains, — 


That morn I met my fair ; 
„Heard paſſion falter on her lips, 


& And tremble in her air. 


Nor blame, ye prudes, to cenſure prone, 
Joo ſoon ſhe own'd her love 1 | 
Or ye who flutter round the ring, 


c And with diſſemblers rove. 


„Unlike her fortune, and her fate, 5 
& Unlike her guileleſs heart; A 

b 
& She never wore the ſpecious look, 1 


« Or language cloth'd with art! 


« And now each day came wing'd with joy, 


All Nature ſhone more bright: 
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« A gayer proſpect form'd each ſcene, 
4 For DEL IA bleſs'd my ſight. 5 


1 


« And when the ſhades began to fall, 
« One evening, from the hills, 
And ſhepherds penn'd their Heecy care, 
1 « And ceas'd the tinkling bells; 


„On WinpRvsH banks I claſp'd my love, 
And hung on every cham: 
„Our plighted faith bright Venus heard, 


« And vows with rapture warm. 


7B 


0 And when next moon ſhould fill her horns 
With ſilver's gentle light, 

'C My DEL1a vow'd to bleſs theſe arms, 

4 


In Hymen's holy rite. 


I & But, ah! why bleeds my heart afreſh ? 
Why falls the recent tear? 
2 © Before next moon had fill'd her horns, 


2 < She preſs' d the fable bier. 


cc Her 
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« Her dying lips I fondly kiſs'd, 

« And caught her parting breath; 
ce Heard fainting Nature ſpeak my name, 
e When every throb was death !— 


c Whelm'd in an agony of woe, 
ce Long Reaſon loſt her ſeat : 
e And oft I curs'd my ling'ring fate, 


* And long'd my fair to meet. 


And oft my wavering * ſaw 
« Her rob'd in ſhining white; 
And oft I tried to burſt through life, 
“To reach the fields of light. 


Nor can the lapſe of time aſſuage 
6 The current of my grief; 


As loſt for ever is my love, — 


4“ So loſt be all relief. 


1 


« And now I feel Death's leaden hand 
*« Arreſt my vital tide ; 
56 Nor half ſo bitter is the pang, 
* As when my DzL1A dy'd. 


6“ But hve, ye ſwains ! ſee happy days: 


« For me this boon I crave; 


As Love had twin'd-our hearts in one, 


tc So be the ſame our grave. 


There let the year's firſt violets blow, 
c And every month be ſpring ; | 
ce There let the ſhepherds love to reſt, 


« And DEL1A's beauties ſing. 


« There let the maiden make her moan, 
“When preſs'd with anxious fear! 
« But, Ol far gentler be their fate, 


* Who drop for us a tear lꝰ 
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ELE G V. 
INGENUOUS LOVE, 


Tur genial Spring awakes the blooming flowers, 
The birds, harmonious, carol through the trees; 


From vernal ſkies deſcend prolific ſhowers, 


And balmy odours wanton in the breeze. 


One glowing charm inveſts all Nature's face, 


And every lip ſeems ſoften'd with a ſmile : 


4 


Can nought the power of magic Love efface ? 


Can nought the hours of abſence ſad beguile ? 


Ab, no! the larks that wake the early morn, 
And ſing their deſcant to the liſtening grove ; 
And all the charms that Nature's face adorn, 


Serve but to fix the vivid flame of love. 
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Ye happy birds ! ye blooming flowers I cry ; 
No cares torment you, and no fears alarm ; 
No fond REFLECTION prompts the heaving ſigh, 


Nor REASON wakes the woes ſhe cannot charm. 


In love, in ſunſhine, and in zephyrs bleſs'd, 
You feel no pangs that Reaſon's lights beſtow ! 
In vain, alas ! are gifts by man poſſeſs d, 
That only add a poignancy to woe 


Ere bluſhing ſtars ſhrink from the morning beam, 
Ere twinkling dew- drops gliſten on the ſpray ; 
Thy charms, O DEL IA! weave my floating dream; 


Thy image haunts me through the live-long day. 


And when the moon with ſilver light aſcends, 
To pour her radiance o'er the face of night, 
Thy lov'd illuſion every ſtep attends, 
And all thy beauties bloom before my ſight. 
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And what, O Dit 14 ! muſt that heart endure, 
In abſence doom'd to languiſh thus alone; 
That feeds on hope—that dreads to be ſecure, 

Or have its deſtiny for ever known ! | 1 
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If ever love was written in your breaſt, 
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If ever paſſion met your melting eyes.; g 
Think what J feel can never be expreſsd 5 3 


The wiſh that in the warm idea lies. 
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If ever ſtory painted genuine love 
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Some ſhepherd fighing to the murmuring ſtream, 
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Or waking Echo through the conſcious grove, 
While peerleſs Beauty form'd his dulcet theme — 
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Such love is mine a pure ingenuous flame! 
That ſcorns each mean, each mercenary view : 
For, may Fate frown for ever on my name, 4 


But all the Indies I'd exchange for you | 


A 2 


© May Peace ne er ſmile to cheer my matin hours, 


Or ſocial converſe ſweeten evening's ſhade ; : 


1 for the ſceptre, and the regal power, 


Id loſe a trifle by thy fingers made 


i a * The wealth of empires to the voice of Love 


| \ Is weak—1s worthleſs as the trodden weed ; 


And they whoſe breaſt the gaudy treaſures move, 


Find Pleaſure flies the ſacrilegious deed. 


Eſteem and love no golden ſtores can buy; 
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From vice, from folly, and from fraud they fly, 
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No honours win them, and no pomp allure; 


And haunt alone the boſom that is pure. 


Did but thy love, O DeL1a ! meet my vow ; 
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Did but thy tongue a mutual flame reveal; 


o richer boon could Heaven itſelf beſtow, 


Or fond affection higher raptures feel. 
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Inglorious laid amid ſequeſter d bowers, 
With you I'd wear the tenor of my days; 
Nor languor dull ſhould e' er invade the hours, 
T hat ſaw me bleſt, and heard my DEL TA's praiſe, 


I'd teach blithe Echo to repeat your name, 
And wake its ſweet ſound thro” the vocal grove ; 
Bid lateſt time bear witneſs to my flame, 


And prove that life is far too ſhort for love ! 
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To L AUR A 


Ir 2er theſe perſive lays detain your eye, 
Where ſorrow breathes its notes of native woe, 
A moment pauſe land ſhould you heave a ſigh, 


My tortur'd ſoul that grateful ſigh will know. 


Yet ſhould a thought diſturb my Lavga's breaſt, 

My ſympathetic heart muſt feel her care ; 

And with the ſtamp of pure regard impreſt, 
Alone, would wiſh chat painful thought to bear. 


Tinctur'd by you, my lateſt hours ſhall paſs, 
Like ftreams that loſe their ſweetneſs in the ea : 
You are the ſweet—but loſt that ſweet, alas ! 


And what remains but bitterneſs for me ? 
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O be the bitter all my own—while you 


T ate bliſs on bliſs !—the higheſt tranſports prove ; 
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And live enroll'd among the happy few 
That wear the crown of friendſhip and of love! 
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MONITORY EPISTLE 


TO A VERY YOUNG LADY. 


From Woops rock's bowers, and bleſt poetic ſhades, 


Where love to ſport the Heliconian maids ; 


Where oft each grove has heard the tuneful lyre, 


And every ſcene awakes the hallow'd fire ; 
Receive theſe lays, like thee, all void of art, 5 
Pure from the ſoul, and fervent from the heart, 

Sweet, lovely girl ! my beſt, my deareſt care, 


As HE BE blooming, and as Venus fair! 


Thy tender years no artifice can know, 


A heart like thine can fear no latent foe. 10 
In every ſcene ſome ſmiling joy will riſe, 
And gayeſt proſpects only, glad thine eyes; 

5 Deluſive 


( 96) 


Delufive dreams as real forms appear, 


And ſanguine wiſhes filence every fear: 
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And Innocence that knows itſelf no guile, 15 
Will ſee a friend in every ſpecious ſmile, _ 

Catch fond belief fom every glozing tongue, 

And paint Delight for ever fair and young. 

But know, my fair! a thouſand ſnares enn 


And every ſtep you tread is dangerous ground; 20 


From open foes, and leſs from treacherous friends, 


Evn Proence {carce her votaries defends ! 
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And Prudence comes by ſound advice alone: 


, 
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Then learn to make theſe maxims all your own. 


Firſt, think thy bloom will fade, thoſe roſes die, 25 
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And time obſcure the brilliance of that eye ; 

Thy winning grace will loſe its power to charm, 

Thy (mile to vanquiſh, and thy form to warm: 

The reign of Beauty, like the blooming flower, 

Is but the pride and pageant of an hour ; 30 
To-day its ſweets perfume the ambient air, 


To-morrow ſees it ſhrunk, nor longer fair. 


Then 
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Then let the Mixp your nobleſt care engage; 


Its beauties laſt beyond the flight of age: 
The mental charms protract each dying grace, 


35 


And renovate the bloom that deck'd the beauteous face. 


Let every virtue reign within thy breaſt, | 


That Heaven approves, or makes its owner bleſt ; 


To candour, truth, and charity divine, 
The modeſt, decent, lovely virtues join ; 
Let wit, well-remper'd, meet with ſenſe refin'd, 


And every thought expreſs the poliſh'd mind OR, 


A mind above the meanneſs of deceit ; 


Of honour pure—1n conſcious virtue great ; 


In every change that keeps one ſteady aim, 


And feels that joy and virtue are the ſame. 


And, O! let Prudence o'er each thought preſide, 


Direct in public, and in private guide; 
Teach thee the ſnares of artifice to ſhun, 


And know=not feel, how others were undone : 


Teach thee to tell the flatterer from the friend, 


And thoſe who love, from thoſe who but pretend. 


40 


45 


50 


Ah! 
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Ah ! ne'er let flattery tempt you to believe; 


For Man is falſe, and flatters to deceive ; 

Adores thoſe charms his falſehood would diſtain, 

And laughs at confidence he ſtrives to gain. 
And if delight your beſom e'er would taſte, 

O! ſhun the vicious, dread the faithleſs breaſt ! 

Infe&ion breathes where'er they take their way, 

And weeping innocence becomes a prey: 

The flighteſt blaſts a female's bliſs deſtroy, 

And taint the fountain of her pureſt joy; 

Kill every bloſſom, overrun each flower, 

And wreſt from beauty all its charming power. 

The dying bud ſhall burſt to life again, 


And herbs o'erſpread the ſnow-inveſted plain; 


Green leaves ſhall clothe the wintery widow'd trees, 


And where froſt nipt, ſhall fan the weſtern breeze: 


But beauteous Woman no redemption knows; 
The wounds of honour, time can never cloſe ; 
Her virtue ſunk, to light can never riſe, 


Nor luſtre beam from once guilt-clouded eyes, 
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Fix'd be thy mind, thoſe pleaſures to purſue, 
7 That reaſon points as permanent and true : 
3 Think not that Bliſs can mingle with a throng, 75 
Wzir᷑ d by a tide of idle forms along : 
3 Think not that Pleaſure dwells with pomp and ſtate, 
| 4 Or ſooths the boſoms of the rich and great; 
I | Think not to meet her at the ball, the play, 
l Where flirt the frolicſome, and haunt the gay; 80 
Think not ſhe flutters-on the public walk, 
: Or prompts the tongue that pours unmeaning talk ; 


| 0 Or loves the breath of compliment to feel, 


Or ſtamps on crowns her eſtimable ſeal. 
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True female pleaſure, of more modeſt kind, 85 
Springs from the heart, and lives within the mind ; 


From noiſy mirth and grandeur's rout ſhe flies, 


Loves home delights, in tender duties lies. 
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4 As fades the flower, uprear'd with watchful care, 

3 When left expos'd to ſtorms and chilling air; 90 
1 So fades the fair, in Reaſon's ſober eye, 

1 That braves the crowd, nor heeds the danger nigh; 
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Who giddy roves, with Folly's motley queen, 
Nor loves the tranſports of a life ſerene ! 
Be thine the friendſhip of a choſen few, 95 


To every virtue uniformly true; 

Be thine the converſe of ſome kindred mind, 

Candid to all, but not to errors blind; 

Prudent to check, or warn unguarded youth, 

And guide thy ſteps in innocence and truth: 100 g 

Thoſe who regard, will ſoothing language wave, 1 

And, in the friend ſincere, forget the ſlave ; 

Will make, like me, your happineſs their care, 

Nor wink at ſpots, that make your fame leſs fair. 
From books, too, draw much profit and delight, 105 

At early morning, and at lateſt night; 

Let them inſtruct, when Pleaſure ſpreads her fail, 

Or when Hope finks beneath affliction's gale ; 

With filent wiſdom, teach the mental calm, 

And prove at once thy antidote and balm. 110 

Let Appisox's and Joanson's moral page, 

And HawxzsworTtn's manly ſtyle, thy hours engage. [ 
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0 May fair content for ever fill thy breaſt, 


68129) 
From ML rox feel the warm poetie fire, 


Wo all the maids of Helicon inſpire. 


With THromsow round the varied Seaſons rove;— 115 
1 His chaſte ideas every heart improve. 


5 Let tuneful Pop E inſtru& you how to ſing, 


4 To frame the lay, and touch the trembling ſtring. 


Let deathleſs SHAKESPEARE, Nature's favourite child, 
Great above meaſure, and ſublimely wild, 120 


Of human manners give the picture true, 


A 


Still, in effect the ſame, yet ever new. 


a But far, O far! from thy chaſte eyes remove 


I The glowing page that paints licentious love 


That wakes the paſſions, but perverts the heart, 1ag 


? And only leads to infamy and art. 


Pure bliſs be thine—and through this varied life— 


A beauteous virgin, or a faithful wife, 


1 And not an anxious care diſturb thy reſt ! 130 


d love, the kindred paſſion of the ſkies, 


| F Smile on thy heart, and ſparkle in thy eyes! 


8 May 


( 832 ) 
May all thy worth be virtue's ſweet reward, 
And goodneſs only win thy fond regard 


And when the buiy ſcene of time is o'er, 


And vain illuſions vex this heart no more; 


135 


Midſt brighteſt ſaints, O, may I meet my dear, 


And find that love improv'd, I cheriſh'd here! 
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EPISTLE II. 


FROM THE COUNTRY, 
TO A FRIEND IN TOWN. 


MDCCLXXXIV, 


F ROM Wichwoop's * deep ſhades, and its high 


waving groves, 
Where Fancy, delighted, at liberty roves ; 
From the ſeats of ſequeſter'd contentment and eaſe, 


Where roſy HYGE1a wafts health in each breeze; 


Receive, my dear Friend! theſe rude, ruſtic lays, 5 


From a muſe unambitious of honours or praiſe. 
O could you, PHILANDER | theſe gay groves among, 


With me catch the notes of the ſweet feather'd throng; 


* Whichwood Foreſt, Oxfordſhire. 
G 2 | With 


( 34 ) 

With ears full of rapture hear Philomel's ſtrain, 9 
Or ſee the fleet hart bound along the ſmooth plain ; ; 
The town and its pleaſures with ſcorn you'd reſign ; 
To the waters of LETHE ambition conſign; 
Bid fame, wealth, and honours the wretched attend, 
And vow here with quiet, life's vain dream to end. 

O loſt to each joy, who toil in the crowd, 15 
Who cringe at the levee, or bow to the proud ; 
Who buſtle along through life's peopled way, 
And graſp at each phantom that ſhines in the day! 
Who never indulg'd on that heavenly repaſt, 
Which, tho' rich, never cloys, but charms to the laſt; 
The ſweets that from peace and tranquillity flow, 
And the reſt of the ſoul, which the poge only know ; 
The clear limpid breaſt, and the heart void of pain, 
That kun at no loſs, and throbs for no gain. 
As I reſt in the ſhade, or refreſh at the rill, 25 
Or ſlowly aſcend yon green-mantled hill; 
As I hear the gay birds their lov'd deſcant repeat, 
And inhale rich perfume from each gale that I meet: 
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3 
1 pity the ſplendid, the pompous, and great, 


In vengeance o'erhung with the trappings of ſtate ; 30 


Too high to be happy, too proud to be bleſt, 

Whoſe days paſs in folly, and nights without reſt ; 

Who never embrace the calm tranquil hour, 

When pageantry yields to ſoft rapture its power, 

And the ſoul in reflection darts through this dull ſcene, 

Where paſſion and error ſo oft intervene. | 
By falſehood and flattery let others aſpire, 

In the climax of fortune, to riſe a ſtep higher; 

For the ſhouts of the mob the patriot may toll, 

The hero through foes may ruſh for the ſpoil, 40 

Unenvied the poet his laurels may wear, 


And ambition {till hug its deluſion and care ;— 


No wiſh in my boſom &er fonder ſhall riſe, 


Than to taſte, undiſturb'd, the delights of the wiſe; 


With prudence and wiſdom, and temperance to roam, 


And fix all my warmeſt attachments at home ! 
Heaven ſpreads forth its bleſſings profuſive as dew, 


While our wants are our own, or but trivial and few : 
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In ambition alone all cur wretchedneſs lies, 

And gloting on viſions that dance round our eyes; 50 
In wildly departing from Nature's juſt plan, | 

And aiming at objects unſuited to man. 

Can the pomp of attendance, the foppery of pride, 


The line of anceſtors to monarchs allied, 


The blazons of rank, or the whiſtlings of fame, 55 


Or ſooth the torn boſom, or ſanctify ſhame ? 

When the diadem'd head feels the ache of diſeaſe, 
And the viands of luxury no longer can pleaſe ; 
When the down of the cygnet no longer is ſoft, 

And Fate from her watch-tower calls loudly and oft 60 
Then ſay, my dear friend, would you envy the lot 
Of the prince in his palace, or ſwain in his cot? 
Where memory no pangs of compunction o'ercloud, 
Nor conſcience repeats every baſeneſs aloud ; 
Where few are the dainties that life muſt reſign, 65 
And the ſoul can repoſe in the mercies Divine. | 


As the rivers inceſſantly run to the ſea, — 


As the ſprings from their beds ſtill ſirive to get free : 
* * 
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So haſtens each mortal to one common grave, 


The only poſſeſſion the richeſt can fave ; 70 


Where the honour'd and mean together repoſe, 
And friends mingle duſt with their once-felleſt foes. 


Since then, my PH1LANDER, we all know our fate, 


And life is but ſhort, ev'n when longeſt its date; 


Learn early to live for yourſelf and your friends, 75 

And taſte every bleſſing that Providence lends. 

If you hunt after fame, or honours, or wealth, 

And forfeit the joys of quiet and health; 

Or whether indifferent you ſail down life's tide, 

And only for natural cravings provide; —_— 

Alike o'er our heads time's laſt curtain ſhall cloſe, 

And remembrance loſe hold of its pleaſures or woes. 
Come then, and indulge your genius and taſte, 

Nor longer your years in vain induſtry waſte : 

Bid your villa arife on yon gay ſunny ſite, 85 

Where each object in nature conſpires to delight; 

Where the ſweet bird of eve ſhall woo you wa 


And at morn blooming Pleaſure enrapture your breaſt; 


G 4 Where 
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Where the charms of bright Wiſdom ſhall win all your 
| heart, 

And Philoſophy pure her beſt treaſures impart; 90 

Where I, too, ſhall hail you my neighbour and friend, 

And learn from your converſe my failings to mend ; 

With ſtudies congenial, and objects the ſame, 

Faſt rivet affection's inviolate flame: 

Till ardent my hope, and my heart all reſign d, 95 

J leave this vain world, a better to find; 

When your tear, and your verſe, ſhall hallow my grave, 

And your friendſhip my memory religiouſly ſave; 

Forget all my foibles, and ſay, with a figh— 

O Earth! on the boſom that lov'd me, light lie.“ 100 
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EPISTLE III. 
In the Manner of Ovip. 


To L AU R A. 


—.—— enn JUSSIT AMOR» Cue. 


Dran lovely girl! at whoſe fair ſhrine I bend, 
Round whom the Loves with all their ſhafts attend, 
Smile on theſe ſtrains, devoted to thy fame, 

And be at once my CL1o, and my theme, 

Let others court the bright Aonian maids 5 
That haunt the ſtreams, or charm Parnaſſus' ſhades, | 
Thy ſmiles, alone, can give my lays to ſhine, 

Thine is my heart—my poeſy is thine ! 

Ho ſwift the hours on downy pinions moy'd 
Before my breaſt was conſcious that it lov'd! 10 
Before your beauty gave the fatal wound 

That every ſenſe in pleaſing torture drown'd, 

| Each 


999 
Each bluſhing morn in happy white aroſe, 
And night's cool ſhades conſign'd me to repoſe ; 
The circling months, that fill'd the Joyous year, 15 
Saw not a ſigh, a trouble, or a tear; 
No inward woes —no foreign wants I Knew. 
And life's pure draughts from gay contentment drew. 
But now, alas! each moment hears a ſigh, 
Wan grows my cheek, and red my trickling eye; 20 
Your cold reſerve on racks extends my ſoul, — 
That gives a harpneſs to aflition's bow], 
That bids deſpair its ſable horrors ſpread 
Around my footſteps, and my reſtleſs bed. 
You are my dream, my viſion, and my bliſs, | 25 
My rack, my plague, my only happineſs, 
My joy, my grief, my all my heaven, myhhell,— 
If in one breaſt ſuch ſtrange extremes can dwell ; 
And if by ſuch extremes true love is known, 
Believe me, Lav RA, none is like my own. 30 
Is it a crime to riſe to ſuch exceſs, 
I dare not, mult not hope for a redreſs ? 
But 


6 

But Man approves, nor will the ſkies ſublime 
Call fear a ſin, or love ſincere a crime ! 

Come, lovely maid ! indulgent hear my prayer, 35 
Ah ! were you but as gentle as you're fair; 

Ah! were your heart congenial to my vow, 
Faſt twin'd to mine as oak and ivy grow— 
Were you once mine—1l aſk no other boon, 
Fate might aſſail, and adverſe Fortune 8 40 
My bliſs ſupreme would every ſhaſt defy, 
Nor time, nor chance, extort one mournful figh ; 
All then were well each tumult lull'd to reſt— 
And love and you ſole monarchs of my breaſt. 

O form'd by Nature, with each winning grace, 45 
The poliſh'd mind, the captivating face, 
With ſenſe, with wit, with elegance and caſe, 
All that can fan my flame, and make it pleaſe— 
Say, ſhall InDIFFERENCE all thoſe beauties Rain ? 
And can you glory in a cruel reign ? | 50 
When on your ſmiles my life, my ſoul relies, 
And if you will not love, each pleaſure flies. 


4 I ſee, 


190) 


I ſee, I ſee your frowns pronounce my doom, 


I feel deſpair faſt preying on my bloom ; 

I hear thoſe ſounds terrific irike my ear 55 
© Be gone I deem you far beneath my care— 

J muſt not love, nor will I bid you live— 

© ”Tismore than youſhouldaſk—'tis more than Ican give. 
Is this a dream, or viſion of the brain, | 
Where wav'ring Fancy ſports her mimic train ? 60 
Or is it real? - Ve Heavens! forbid the truth, 

Ah, Laura! ſpare an unexperiene'd youth! 

Let meek-ey'd Mercy claim your yielding heart, 

And rule deſpotic o'er the better part ; 

Let Love's ſoft power find entrance likewiſe there, 6 5 
And Pity whiſper—Spare your ſuppliant—ſpare ! 
Though happier rivals bleſt with fortune's ſmiles, 
May boaſt the wealth of IxDIA's fragrant iſles ; 
Though Pzrv's mines for them unfold their ſtores, 
And ſhips waft incenſe from a thouſand ſhores; 70 
Though for your ſake all thoſe they would fe 


If fate gave leave, intenſer love I'd ſhew :— 


Yes, 


1 
Ves, were the world and all its pleaſures mine 
Myſelf, the world its pleaſures ſhould be thine; 
I'd count them all too little for thy love, = 
And ſeek, by new-tried means, my flame to prove ! 


O were the goddeſs Fortune in my power, 


For you I'd plan freſh tranſports every hour; 
For you the palace' lofty ſpires ſhould riſe, 
And beds of roſes ſweeten all the ſkies . 80 
For you ſhould ſpring the bower, the ſhade, the grove, 
And each revolving year {ee nought but love. 

But is my heart, O Lava ! leſs ſincere 
Becauſe no god will hear ambition's prayer ? 
Altho' no rich inheritance J own,— 8; 
By every art ſhall pure regard be ſhewn; | | 
I'll bid late time your virtuous fame prolong, 
And paint your beauties in immortal ſong : 
Each amorous ſwain ſhall read my tender Jays, 
Each love-ſick maid ſhall echo back my praiſe— 90 
And, as they feel my ſoft impaſſion'd tale, 
Heave a deep ſigh— for him who lov'd ſo well! 

| ODES. 


* 


ODE I. 


To NATURE. 
Written in Whichwood Foreſt, Oxfordſhire, 


MDCCLXXVIII. 


MANIFESTA PATET, EX OMNI PARTE RETECTA 
NATURA. | | LucxzT. 


Am the variegated ſcene 
Of bloſſoms, flowers, and herbage green, 
Where twining ſhrubs enamour'd grow, 
And oaks adorn the mountain's brow ; h 
Enraptur'd Jet me tune the lay, | * 
And fing of NaTuRE, ever gay. 
Celeſtial goddeſs ! firſt of things, 


When Time outſpread his ardent wings ! 
on; Who 


C00) 

Who erſt poſſeſs'd the ſpacious ball, 
Rever'd, ador'd, and lov'd by all; 
Ere Azr, proud Art, with mimic grace, 
Obſcur'd thy plan, or marr'd thy face ; 
Or dar'd deform thy holy reign, 
And mix its monſters with thy train | 
Wilt thou vouchſafe to aid the "7% 
That ftrives thy beauties to diſplay ; 
And o'er the warblings of the Muſe, 
The ſpirit of thy charms diffuſe ? 
Whether the craggy cliff, or dale, 
The purling ſtream, or flowery vale, 
The moſſy bank, or ſhelly ſhore, 
Or Wn1cawoop's glooms delight thee more ; 
O hear a fond enthuſiaſt's ſigh, 
And ſee his tear-impearled eye, 8 
Becauſe rude Art uſurps thy throne, 
And wears thoſe honours once thy own ! 

Come, lead me through thy bleſt abodes, 
The ſeats of ie and gods ; 
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Where green-rob'd Dryads gambol round ; 


Where dove-ey'd Peace, and H ealth are found ; 


Where neat Simplicity retires, 


And Friendſhip lights her pureſt fires ; 


Where hoary Faith, and mutual Love, 


In uniſon delight to move : 

For all that's noble, ſacred, fair, 

Muſt ſhine in brigh:eſt luſtre there ! 
When Phcebus firſt, with golden beam, 

Teaches the foreſt's top to gleam ; 

Or when, amid his fervid courſe, 

On panting herds he pours his force; 

Or when, at dew-beſprinkled eve, 


He courts the ſmooth Atlantic wave; 


With thee, O Narvurs ! let me rove, 


And find thy form in every grove ; 
Still on thy lovely fearures gaze, 
And eye thy walks, and devious ways! 
Smiles aught below devoid of thee ? 


Ah! no; thy charms are all to me, 
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I rapt by Fancy's magic power, 


Where forms engage each joyleſs hour, 


To marble domes, and ſplendid courts, 


i Where Art, deep maſk'd, performs her ſports ; 


How would I mourn thy rites profan'd ! 


'T hy name abus'd, thy viſage ſtain'd ! - 

And Ar exerting each grimace, 

To mime the beauties of thy face; 

Affecting graces thine alone: 

For grace and beauty are thy own! 
Unhappy great ! to Nature foes; 

| How West the pleaſures that vu loſe ! 

Can tinſel pomp, and equipage, 

'Your giddy minds ſo ſtrong engage ? 

Can gilded miſery, ſtate and noiſe, 


Be deem'd the ſummit of your joys ? 


1l-fated race] borne down the ſtream 


By poliſh'd manners ſpecious name, 
You facrifice the tranquil hour 


| To pageantry and empty power; 


50 


55 


60 


Forfeit 
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Forfeit the dulcet ſmiles of Bliſs, 
For mad Ambition's harlot kiſs; 


And baniſh Nature's ſimple charms, 


To fold Art's fopperies in your arms. 
Can ſplendid domes, and gay alcoves, 

Compare with verdant waving groves ? 

Can Perſian carpets' richeſt dye, 8 | 76 

With Nature's velvet veſture vie ? 

Mantles ſo bright the vinous bowl, 

Round which diſeaſe and furies howl; 

As chryſtal ſprings, and limpid rills, 

Purling adown the laughing hills? 8 

Or breathes ſo ſweet the lulling lute, ho 

And ſoft meanders of the flute ; 

As love-ſick Philomela's lay, 

Join'd with the concert of each ſpray, 

When young-ey'd Spring awakes the year, 8.5 

And choriſters the woodlands cheer? 

To the eye of native taſte,— 


To the uncorrupted breaſt, 


H 3 __ Shines 


(102) 
Shines ſo bright the diamond's blaze. — 
The maſquerade, or mingled rays 
Which a thouſand flambeaux pour 
O'er the health- deſtroying hour; 
As the ruſtic's cheerful dance, | 
When Heſper bids the ſtars advance: — 
The blithſome frolics of the green, 
Where love and innocence are a, 5 
Where beauty ſhines without diſguiſe, 
And heart - felt paſſions light the eyes ? 
To me, the ſhepherd's artleſs tale; 
His ſighs, that mingle with the gale ; 
His anxious cares, his joys, his fears; 
His jealous doubts, and tender tears, 
The natural terms that paint his love; 


The verdant ſcenery of the grove; 


Are far more pleaſing than the ſtage, 1056 


Tho' SHAKESPEARE wrote th' impaſſion'd page; 
And Garrick ſtill, with tragic art, 


Could point each word to touch the heart! 


4 
DO taſte corrupt! eſtrang'd to Bliſs, 
To ſmiling Peace and Happineſs ; | ito 
Periſh your hated, baneful ſway | 
And haſte, O haſte! propitious day, 
When, Nature, _ who charm'ſt the wiſe, 
Shalt with exalted honours riſe ! 
Smit with thy love, O let me trace 115 
Thoſe ſeats where thou, in awful grace, 
Or mildeſt beauty, reign'ſt alone, 
And guilty Art is yet unknown: 
Direct me, NAroRx, to thy ſhore, 
For never mortal lov'd thee more! 120 
Dwell'ſt thou on AxpEs' rocky brow ; 
Or, midſt tht untrodden flow'rs that grow, 
Where the ſea-like PLara ftrays, 
And works its wild meand'rous ways? 
| Sizeft thou amid etercial G || 125 
On ZEMBLA's ſolitary coaſt ? 


Or on the ALPINE mountains hoar, 


Hear'ſt thou of drivin g ſtorms the roar ? 


H4 Midſt 


( 104 ) 
Midſt flaming ArnA's heaving mine, 
Doſt thou delight in awe to ſhine ; 130 
Or lov'it ſome ſea-beſprinkled iſle, 
Where human feet ne'er ſtamp'd the ſoil ? 
Yes, there thou dwell'ſt; — nor there alone 
I ſee thy venerable throne : | 
Where'er I turn my eyes ond, | 44. JS 
Thy fair profuſion clothes the ground, 
In ev'ry lawn, and op'ning glade, 
Thy ſmiling honours are diſplay'd , 
And Wurrcawoop's deep, embowering glooms, 
With all thy ſapphire colours blooms. 5 140 
Wulchwoop! how dear thy bleſs'd retreats 
Thy moſſy banks, and rural ſeats! 
Thy waving groves, thy hamlets mean, 
Where Poverty, with brow ſerene, 
Where Innocence and Peace reſide, 145 
Abd down life's current gently glide ! 
Thrice happy they, who here retir'd, 


With envy nor ambition fir'd ; 


Content 


X ( 205 ) 
Content thoſe cravings to ſupply, 
That Nature views with wiſhing as 5.5 150 
Enjoy thy pure ſalubrious air, ; 
And ſee thy proſpects wide and fair; 
The fragrance of thy flowers inhale, 
And feel HycE1a in each gale. 
With rapture beating at my breaſt,— 155 
Each vexing paſſion lull'd to reſt, | 
Oft let me thrid thy tangled brakes, 
Soon as the dawning day awakes ; 
Traverſe thy velvet-mantled lawns, 
Where graze thy flocks, and ſport thy fawns ; 160 
Aſcend thy ſlopes, and pierce thy groves, 85 
To liſten to therr warblers' loves; 
Or to thy limpid rills retire, 
And cool the ſun's meridian fire: 
Then reſt ſupine, where branching trees 165 
Exclude the unremitting breeze : b 
Or oft with tranſport turn an eye 


On the ſcenes that round me lie; 
Mark 


( 106 ) 


Mark yon river's mazy bed, 
Where many a willow rears its head ;j— 170 
Catch the village echo far; 


See numerous ſpires aſcend in air, 


With ſhining domes in trees embrac'd, 


And Nature mix'd with genuine taſte ;— 

All the varied landfcape view, 175 

Till the high hills are loſt in blue. 
Here ler me tune the vocal lyre, 

And, NA rukxk, thou my voice inſpire! 

Here learn the ſoft mellifluous ftrains _ 

That Wax rox pipes on Ifis' plains; 180 

Admire each ſoul-enchanting line, 

And catch ſome grace to call it mine. 

From HAvLE 's muſe attempt to pleaſe 

With native, unaffected eaſe 3 

Learn all deſcription's force from PT *, 185 


And with his ſtrains immortal vie: 


* Now Poet Laureate. 


From 


60% 
From lovely CowLEx's comic vein | 
* Of human manners knowledge gain, 
Whoſe attic wit, and genius bright, 


O'er gloomy care can throw delight, 


Nor ſuffers Art to interpoſe ! 

Thus thro' life's vale O let me ſtray, 
In mild Contentment's placid way! 
Nor court the favour of the Great ; 


Nor ſpend a ſigh for wealth or ſtate ; 


But be the ſocial pleaſures mine ! 

All the joys O let me prove, 

That ſpring from conſtancy and love ; 
From Heaven receive the friend ſincere, 
To taſte my bliſs, or ſooth my care: 


And ſince pure NaTuRE's wants are leu, 


Let me her ſimple plan purſue ; : 
To Virtue's love reſign my heart, 


And never know deluſive ART! 


Wbo paints the ſcene that Nature ſhows, 


Nor wiſh in Fame's broad roll to ſhine ;— 
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ODE 


ODE I. 


Har, ConTEMPLATION ! from thy cell, 
Where Wiſdom's ſons delight to dwell, 
And ſweets ideal riſe; 
Awake, diſpel the miſts of ſenſe ; 
Drive every paſſion far from hence, 
That dims the mortal eyes. 
Unfetter'd let me mount the ſpheres, 
Survey the ſpangled pole; 
With ſtrains ſeraphic feaſt my ears, 


And pour new tranſports on my ſoul. 


I feel ! I feel thy power divine! 
To clear, to elevate, 1s thine, 
And quench all low defire ; 
The heaven-born mind aſcends on high, 
The films of ſenſe forſake mine eye,— 


I burn with ſacred fire. 


To CONTEMPLATION. 


_ 


n 


What bliſsful ſcenes ſalute my view ! 
Z What pleaſures, ſpringing ever new! 
What ſounds are thoſe that ſtrike my ears; 


The mingled melody of all the ſpheres! 


To untried flights the ſoul aſpires, 
Amid the lucid ſtars; 0 

W Kindles with rapture's holy fires, 

| To view their rolling cars. 

I On ambient worlds their light they throw, 
Though ſeeming ſpecks to us below. — 

| Perhaps with happy ſouls replete, 

| They ſee our ſun beneath their feet; 

Or taught by Providence divine, 


To light celeſtial regions ſhine ;— 


But what celeſtial region needs 
Ihe feeble ſplendor of a ſun 
© Where dwells the Gop, whoſe glory feeds 


This lamp, ſince time began to run 
What 
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What ſacred order, power ſu preme, 
Impels and guides this mighty frame ! 
What harmony attunes the whole ! 
Let atheiſts boaſt th atomic dance ; 
When I ſurvey the vaſt expanſe, 


A Gop ! a micaty Gop ! comes ruſhing on my ſoul. 


Vain, fooliſh man! wrapp'd up in pride ! 
Lay bold impiety aſide ; 
Nor more deny th' Eternal Cauſe 
Rules Nature by unerring Jaws. 
Ariſe! on Reaſon's pinions ſoar ;— 
| Ariſe! to tremble and adore : 
Nor can conviction fail ; 
When every ſtar proclaims a Gop; 


When every worm that crawls abroad, 


Repeats the wond'rous tale— 


Who gave the ſun a golden light, 


Who wraps creation deep in night, 


( I11 ) 


And whirls his orb away ; 
On man beſtow'd both life and breath: 
Ah! then, before he ſmites with death, 
Submiſhve own his ſway ! 
For me, when I deny his power, 
Or doubt his arm divine, 


May ſable darkneſs clothe the hovr, 
And ſtars, aſham'd, forget to ſhine ! 


ul, 


ind ODE 


ODE Il. 


To CONTENTMENT. as 


Sr EST ER'D far from public life, 
From giddy mirth, a ad noiſy ſtrife ; 


From headſtrong paſſions, vain deſires ; 


From envy, pride, and guilty fires ; 


From cares and fears for ever free, 


O, ſweet CONTENTMENT, let me live with thee ! 


Thine are the joys that never fail; 


Thine is the placid, conſtant gale, 


That bids us ſmile at frequent ſhocks 


— — — — - 


Of dang'rous ſyrts, and latent rocks; — 


And ſince I crave thy ſmiles alone, 


— — 
— — ———— ae Pu 
- —— — 


— — 


Come, in my breaſt erect thy lucid throne ! 


— — * , 
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Gol coxpAꝰs gems, and flaming mines 
Where, deep from day, the diamond ſhines 
PzRUvVIAN mountains' e 
And treaſures of the golden ſhore, 
Afford no bliſs devoid of thee, 

At beſt more fair, more ſplendid miſery. 


The palace deck'd with regal ſtate, | 
The gay parade of all the great, 
The laurel wreath, the ſounding name, 
Ambition's wiſh, and deathleſs fame, 
Without thee as a conſtant gueſt, 

Leave their poſſeſſors joyleſs and unbleſt. 


What's thy delight, ConTENTMENT, ſay! 
With what condition wilt thou ſtay ? 
If grandeur often wooes in vain, _ 
Wilt thou adorn the rural plain ? 
Wilt thou vouchſafe to gild the cot 
Vhere poverty obtains its ſtill unenvied lot ? 
| 1 


: _ 
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'Tis here I ſee thy ſplendours beam z— . 
'Tis here thou roll'ſt thy cleareſt ſtream; | 
*Tis here thou meddeſt, in diſguiſe, 
The pureſt joys beneath the ſkies ; 

And from thy liberal hands here flow 


Such ſweets as ſceptred monarchs never know. 


Come, then, inſtruct me how to ſteer 

Through ſmiling fortune and ſevere ! | i 

With thee, the turt-built cot would Par 

The flow'ry banks, and ſhady trees; 

And for thy ſmiles, thou nymph divine! 
1 high purſuits, without a figh, reign. | 


obr | 


ODE IV. 


DESPAIR. 


Wur ſnines the moon with ſilver ray, 
Amid her ſtarry ſplendours gay J 

Why trills the nightingale her note, 
And ſtrains her ſweet mellifluous throat? 
Why breathes the incenſe of the grove 


On me, a ſlave to care and love? 


Now-ſnowy bloſſoms clothe the year, — 
In verdant veſture meads appear ; 
Favonian gales, and tepid ſhowers, 
Revive the gaudy ſmiling flowers; — 
All Nature wantons in her bloom, 


While I, alone, deplore my doom. 


I 2 | - Ye 
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Ye deeply-piercing froſts return, 

And freeze each Naiad in her urn! 
The tender bloſſoms nip away— 

Deform the fields, unleaf the ſpray ! 
And, O! if able, chill this flame, 
That burns my heart, "PRA my frame; | 
Expel each ſpark of amorous fire, 


And baniſh fear and fond deſire ! 


Alas! in vain I crave your aid 
No rigours can my breaſt pervade; 
Like Hera, midſt eternal ſnows, 


With unextinguiſh'd heat 1t glows. 


What can I pray? where turn my eyes ? 
Ye howling winds, infuriate riſe ! 
With tenfold rage impetuous ſweep 
The furrow'd boſom of the deep ;— 
Let ſpiry trees from earth be torn, 
And on your winged ſurges borne ; 

N 4 
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That in the aggravated roar- 
My fatal loſs I may deplore,— 
Unheeded blend my frantic voice 


hat 


With diſmal ſhrieks, and direful noiſe ! 


ODE 


ODE x. 
FOR A FRIEND, 
' ON HIS LATE 1 | 


My dearet DEL IA! 104 thine ear, 
No flattery taints my ſtrains; 


| Fled are the hours of anxious doubt, 


The lover's hopes and pains. 


The ſudden throb, the heartfelt ſigh, 
No more my breaſt invade ; 
Or Fancy brooding o'er its cares, 


Invites the ſombre ſhade, 


Recording Heaven has heard our VOWS, 
And Hymen's holy bands 

Have Join'd our fortunes and our fates, 
Our wiſhes, and our hands, | 


* 


Thrice 
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Thrice happy tate of placid eaſe! 
Where doubts no more moleſt ; 

Where tranquil joys the time engage, 
And ſooth the wedded breaſt: 


Where ſouls, in roſy fetters bound, 
By warm affection move; 

Outfly ſtern Duty's irkſome pace, 
And think, and act by love. 


If in the cup of human life 
A cordial drop is thrown, 
That cordial drop's delicious tafte 


Awaits this ſtate alone. 


When too ſuſceptible of wrongs, 
And ills that life attend, 
My heart for diſappointment bleeds, g 


And mourns the fickle friend; | 


I . When 


. 
— 


' 

ot! : Þ 

9 
605 
F | 
7 
tif 


-—» * 7 _— 
— 
222 
2 P nannies oe 
” 2 
. 
— 


(120 ) 


When Honour ſhrinks from Fortune's blaſt, ' 


And favours die away; 
As fades the roſe, when fully blown, 
Beneath the ardent day : 


Then, DzL14 ! to thy breaſt I , 


And there unfold my care; 
Thy love or turns the ſhaft aſide, 


Or teaches me to bear. 


Friend of my health, and j joyous Wore; | 


And Partner of my woe! 
Thy voice can calm the throbs of Grief, 


— 


Or check Reſentment's glow. 


With thee how placid flow my days, — 


No foreign wants ariſe ; 


Domeſtic bliſs is all my wiſh, 


Beneath thy partial eyes. 


O loſt 


loſt 
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O O loſt to happineſs and love, 


Who think the marriage chain 
Is only link'd with briers and thorns, + 
And thick beſet with pain 


Know ! here unnumber'd ſweets are found, 
And dear engaging ties, or 

That lull the ſenſe of moital Cares, 
And wake to ecſtaſies. - 


When, DzL14, to my penſive mind 


I call congenaal loves, 


The little ills of life drop off, 


Like leaves from wintry groves. 


Secure from fate, in humble ſtate, 
And bleſt with love and thee, 
O let me wear my number'd days, 


From wants from wiſhes free ! 


O let 
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O let me ever find thy ſmile, 


A healing balm ſupply; 
To calm my breaſt when cares intrude, 


And cheer my tearful.eye ! 


— — A: -— 


Through every ſcene of varied life, 
Let warm affection guide; 
And age itſelf behald regard 


More fond, as longer tried. 


Till "Oy that join'd us here below, 
Shall die — to live anew 3 

When, pleas'd, our F ather and our God | 
; Shall bleſs, and honour too. 


1 


ODE VI. 
TO THE NEW YEAR. 


MDCCLXXXIII. 


Loc has BELLONA's thundering car „ 
Diſpread the flames of guilty war; | 
Long has ſhe clank d her ſcorpion thong, 

And whirl'd a madding world along. 


Year after year in gore is dy'd, | 
And ſeas empurpled roll their tide; 
The ſated earth is drench'd in blood, 


And rivers pour a fuller flood. 


Say, Father Time ! when ſhall thy reign 


Compoſe in Concord's holy chain ? 
When ſhall the olive bloſſom bloom, 
And Peace her long - loſt ſway reſume ? 


O favour'd 


) 


o favour'd by propitious „,, 
Young Janvs, fraught with joys, ariſe [ 
Let every ſun that gilds the ſphere . 
Shed bleſſings thro' his wide career ! 


In glowing IxpiA's ſpicy groves, 
The fable native ſing his loves; 
Nor ſtart to hear the blaſt of war 
Borne on the #ther from afar ! 


Where Europe ſpreads her fertile fields, 


And Plenty all her produce yields, 


May every drooping Art revive, 


And riches flow from Commerce? hive! 


No more let CAL pE hear the roar 
Of cannon thund'ring round her ſhore: 
Her rock, as now, for ever ſtand 


The pride, the glory of our land! 


Beyond 
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Beyond the ATLANnTIC's liquid plain, 
Where Heaven bids native Freedom reign, 


Be heard no more the warrior's groan, 


The patriot's ſigh, the parent's moan ! 


From where bleſt Titan lifts his head, 
To where he ſeeks his weſtern bed, 
Reſound the trumpet's voice no more, 


Nor navies know a hoſtile ſhore ! 


Let ſocial Love's unbounded ſtream, 
And eaſy Quiet's gentle dream, 
And public Honour, ſtrong and warm, 


Awake to truſt, and check alarm! 


So ſhall Tranſport fill the ſoul, 
And mild Affection bind the whole ; 
So ſhall Science bloom anew, 


And Kindneſs drop like morning dew : 
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So ſhall every clime be known, 


And every nation ſeem our own .— 
For from the ſhoots of Peace ariſe 
E The faireſt virtues of the ſkies ! 


ODE 


E 


FOR THE NEW YEAR 


MDCCLXXXIV. 


Performed before their Majeſties Momus and Comvs : being a 
Parody on W. WHiTEHEAD's, Eſq. P. L. 


EnoucH of ash! To happier ends 
His forward views the PozT bends. 
The ſcribbling hoſts who wield the pen, 
Obedient to the voice of MEN, 

From ſolemn dulneſs ceaſe ! 
And try, with new-wak'd induſtry, 
To catch of humorous verſe the glee, 


And leave the drones in peace 


O come! ye towering poets, come! 


Who ſeldom ſtir from attic room, | 
Plagu'd 
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Plagu'd with a houſe-wife's clack— _ 
Your board with empty diſhes crown'd,— 
Your ragged progeny around, 
Learning of verſe the mighty knack | 


Yet be not ſenſe the favourite theme, — 

For what has ſands with verſe to do ? 

Teach them more juſtly for to deem, 
And own experience taught it you. 


Nor boaſt but in the Muſes train, 


Pale want was ever known, 
And many a dun whom verſe in vain 


| . Would charm to let alone. 


Then tune your ſong to ſooth their toil, 
And bid the lips of hunger ſmile— 
When on the empty plate they gaze, 
Or turn the bone an hundred ways ;— 
Be all your ſong, to ſoften theſe, 

Of Pixpax's fame, and deathleſs praiſe. 


(129) 


- 


Nor dread left ſcribbling &er ſhould die, 

| This cheering ſong thus carly taught; + 

Wit will the want of caſh ſupply, 
And rhyme the place of uſeleſs thought. 


From the firſt dawn of Reaſon's ray, 

On the young boſom's yielding clay 

Strong be the tuneful art impreſt, 

And with your own example fire their breaſt. | 4 
Tell them 'tis theirs to graſp the pen, 

And frighten little puny men, 

Who dread a poet's rod: 

Tell them that laureates ſtill are free 


To write dull nonſenſe for a fee, 


As witneſs WHITERHEAD's Ode! 


K ODE 


ODE VIII. 


To Mr. WARTON, P. L. 


ON HIS FIRST BIRTH-DAY ODE. 


O BLEST in genius ! ! bleſt in fame! 
Whom LEARNING hails with loud acclaim, 
And all the Mules fire 
The well earn'd laureate wreath you we ; 
Reflect a luſtre on your ſphere, 
Nor proſtitute the lyre. 
Pale Envy finks beneath your blaze, 
And pours involuntary praiſe ; 
Detraction reins her venom'd voice, 


And Genivs rears her creſt, and feels ecſtatic joys; 


At 


613100 


At GEoxGxE's call, the gothic gloom, 5 
Incumbent long, diſſolves away; 

Fair Science ſhines in attic bloom 10 | 
The Muſes tune the hallow'd lay : 

The trump of Fame, with, potent breath, 

Tells that Wan rox wears the wreath, 
And charms his Is 1s“ ſhore ; 

While Dulneſs yields its ancient reign, 

Nor longer muds Caſtalia's vein, 

Nor damps poetic lore! 


The foſtering influence of a throne 
Wakes to life each lovely flower ; 


The Graces ſport with looſer zone, 


And bleſs the gay, propitious hour. 
Sweet muſic floats upon the gale, — 

Loud pzns rend th' applauding ſky, 

While Genius quits life's humble vale, _ 


And opes to fairer views her ardent eye. 


K 2 | Then 


1 
+ 1 
Then let thy verſe, melodious bard! 
| Unblam'd, great GzoRG?'s fame diſplay 10 
He only can thy worth reward, 
Nor needs the praiſe that Honour ſcorns to pay. 
Supreme in virtue as in place, 
He aſks no vain fictitious grace; 
Nor could the favouring Nivs. 
Compoſe a garland for his head, 
Which real Virtue has not ſhed, 
And Merit made divine! 


NE ©; ODE 


O E ' IX 32 
T7 D 7 | LI SILK IT, 4 . 
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To M. WALL, M. D. or Oxyorp, 


ON THE DEATH, OF DR. PARSONS, _ 


Worn Pax sons died, the healing God 
With many a figh his loſs , 5 
He dropp'd his Iyre and magic rod, 
And from thoſe ſcenes of ſorrow Ward. 


Arriv'd in fair Elyſian ſhades, 
Where merit gains eternal ſeats ; 
He ſaw his favourite croſ the glades | 


That cheer his ever-green retreats,” 


He beckon'd 99800 s to his throne, 
And thus in doleful mood he faid ; — 
« For wretched Man, behold ! I mourn, | 
« Bereft too carly of thy aid, 


> 5 OE «© A numerous 


( 134 ) 
« A numerous ei of hell born woes 
The ſeeds of human Jay,conſurye ; ＋ Mor 
* And who can now give pain repoſe, 
* Or renovate life's wither'4'bloom 7 '* 


« Who now. can cheer the languid ey eye, AM? Dy; 4 
9 compoſe the reſtleſs tortur'd frame: unn 1 


0 Repreſs Affliction 5 bearing fi ich, 
& And light, Hygeia's 8 purple fame 75 | 8 L 


On Isis then he turn'd his tght — 


For eyes divine all ſpace pervade ! # 


1 'Ss r 0 
1 „ "1 [arm 955! 


A much-lov'd ſon he drew to light, | : 
And plac'd a garland, on > his head. 


«© Go, WALL !” he cries, © with noble aim, 
« A Father's * honour'd ſteps _ Lac 
ce Extend my empite, raiſe thy fame, 
* And wear this wreath, thy merit's due b 


* The late Dr. War. of ä eminent as a phyſician and 
a ſcholar. © „ 4 | 
2 ODE 


e 


To 8 PR IN G. 


FROM HUNTINGFORD'S MONOSTROPHICS, * 


A PARAPHRAS E. 


SWEET SexInG! with all thy charms appear, 
And with thee bring the zephyrs bland; 

The genial ſhower, the welkin clear, 

Attendant on thy mild command. 


Then ſhall the hills, the vales, the woods, 
In verdant veſture hail thy reign ; 

And, lav'd by pure meand'ring floods, 
Shall ſmile the flowery-mantled plain, 


For 


11 


For thee, the Hougs weave chaplets gay, 


Where ſhines the damaſk-ſcented roſe : 


For thee, the warblers cheer the ſ pray, 


And bees hum round each flower that blows. ' 


The lambs, juſt nibbling grafly food, | 


Surround their dams with bleatings nll; 


The wanton calf, i in frolic mood, 


Bounds o'er valley and o'er hill. 


Amid the reeds that fringe the lake, 
Behold the ſwan with ſnowy wing, 
Her innate pride of form awake, 
And welcome love-creative Spring. 
Ev'n fiſhes mute, 1n filent joy 
Forſake the roach. and ſhun the ſhore; 
Nor fear that tempeſts will annoy 
The uttering of their finny oar. 


Each 


( 


Each various tribe that peoples air, 
The ſolid land, the flowing ſea, 

One general hymn of praiſe prepare, 
And bleſs the vernal hours with me, 


But chief the youth whoſe generous breaſt 
Admits the flame of genuine love, 
And hears congenial vows expreſt, 


As with his fair he ſeeks the grove : 


To him thy charms, ſweet Spring! impart, 
Than fame, than wealth more ſolid bliſs ; 


Nor could Jove's nectar warm his heart 


Linke lovely DzL14's balmy kiſs. 


ODE 


ODE XI. 
WRITTEN IN STCENESS. f 


W HEN roſeat Health ape, her Charm, 5 


And revels in the placid breaſt ; n 
When Nature ſounds no rude alarms— vl; avirtÞ; 


# I 


_ How much our knowledge is repreſs'd! 


Obtrofive Joy reflection drowns, 
Gay fancy leads the heart aſtray ; 
Perennial bliſs, unfading crowns, 1 


Are deem'd to ſtrew life's thorny way. 


But when Diſeaſe, with rankling dart, 
Of health and joy uſurps the place; 
Nor can thy ſkill, O Col Es * ! impart 


The wonted ſmile, the vermeil grace — 


* A very reſpectable and ſucceſsful medical practitioner. 
A* 10 | Then 


( 139 ) 


Then fade the dreams by fancy wrought, | 
Fantaſtic bliſs diffolves in air; | 
The ſoul zwakes to higher thonght, 

And feels chat life is frail as ür. 
Bright Reaſon opes her mental ſight, 
Each baſeleſs viſion diſappears; 
Nor lives one object of delight, © 


Save conſcious worth, and guiltleſs years 


Theſe can the flitting ſoul ſaſtain, ; 
When hovering o'er life's fartheſt ſhore q We 
Smooth the ſad couch of mortal pain, 1 


And cheer when time ſhall be no more! THE 


ODE 


ODE XII. 
THE POET To His DAUGHTER, 


ON ENTERING HER THIRD YEAR, AUGUST 6, 


KDCCLEXXY, 


aan cam the Maſe © 
A tribute to thy ſmiles refuſe, 85 

A parent's love indiff rent ſee 
Thy infantine ſimplicity, 12 
Regardleſs view each winning art, s 
Nor feel affection touch his heart? 
Since firſt thou bleſs'd my partial eyes, 
Twice Sol has journey'd round the ſkies, 


1 "7 - 


The months twice run their annual round, 
The yellow Autumn cloth'd the ground, 
Stern Winter ftripp'd the labouring trees, 
And Nature own'd the yernal breeze; 


( 142 ) 
And now again, gay Summer ſmiles, | 
And Czxzs pours her hoarded ſpoils. 
If any Power propitious hear, 
And Heaven incline a willing ear, 
As the Seaſons wing their way, 
And Time unfolds thy natal day, 
May bloomy Health through every veln 
Devolve its current, void of pain, 
Soft Peace pervade thy ſpotleſs breaſt, | 
Contentment yield her nectar'd feaſt— 
The numerous ills of life glide bj, 
And view thee with relentful eye! 
Sweet babe! unconſcious of thy fate, — 
Of woes that wretched man await 3 
In bliſs thy days, unchanging, paſs : 
Nor yet Reflection ſhews her glaſs, 


Nor memory ſtings, nor paſſions wound, 


Nor wants aſſail, nor cares ſurround. 
Thrice happy ſtate ! but ſhort thy reign, | 


Ere ſtorms obſcure the placid ſcene ; 
Ere 


( #4 ) 


Ere Reaſon opes her mental ſight, 5 
(At once our miſery and delight) 
And ſhews us life is but a ſnade 
A baſeleſs fabric, quickly ſped;,— 


And pleaſures nipt as ſoon as blown. 


A ſcene where ſorrows thick are ſown, 5 


ſti 


wl 


ODE 


ODE. XIII. 
TO THE SAME 


ON ENTERING HER FOURTH YEAR. 


ANOTHER year has wing'd its way, 
Since firſt I hail'd thy natal day; 


* This object of the fondeſt parental affection fell a victim to eon- 
ſtitutional delicacy and weakneſs, in her fifth year. The following 
EerTaen is intended to her memory, and that of an infant brother 
who died before her :— | | 


A tie to earth with thee, ſweet babe! is gone— 
With thee, ſweet babe! a tie to heaven is flown, 
O! as a father lifts his ſtreaming eyes, 

And views thy home—the bright empyreal ſkies; 
May fond reflection on his infant's bliſs 

Allure to brighter worlds, —and wean from this! 
To reach thy tate, O] be it all his care: 

And all his pride—the ills of life to bear ! 


The 
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The varied months have run their round, 


And flowers and froſts have cloth'd the ground : 


And now beneath fair Auguſt's reign, 

I pay my votive verſe again. 8 
Revolving in my penſive mind 

The ills eſcap'd, the cares behind, 

A gloomy catalogue appears 5 | 

Of pain and ſickneſs, grief and tears ; 

Of hope diffolv'd in fell deſpair, 

And expectation daſh'd to air. 

But, ſhall the heaven-taught boſom grieve ? 

The deep-fetch'd ſigh, endet, heave ? 

Shall no bright ſtar illume the road | 

That leads to Virtue's pure abode ? 

g Sball Vice, embronz'd, o'er Worth prevail, 

And Juſtice drop th' impartial ſcale > 

Forbid it Heaven !—in mercy deign 

To ſooth our grief, and heal our pain ! 

And Io! fair opening to my eye, 


I view the ſcenes 'yond life that lie; 


See 


„ 
See Virtue thron'd in glory bright, 
And Vice conſign d to/deepeſt night! 
See Worth in angel- ſplendour dreſt, 
While glowing tratiſjiotts touch its breaſt{ ! //( 

Short is our paſſage to the tomb; _ 
ThisHfe is but a feafon's bloom: 
From infancy to age we haſte, 

And ſcarcely louriſh ere we waſte. 
Our care is but a vexing dream; 
Our bliſs is but an airy gleam; 
And high and low, and rich and poor, 
Are but diſtinctions of an hour! 

Ev'n thou ! whoſe yet unconſcious ear 
This pictur'd tale of life canft hear | 
Without a tear, without a ſigh, 

Too ſoon ſhalt ope thy mental eye; 
And find a Father rightly ſung, 
And Truth inſpir'd his moral tongue! 


* oDE 


500 


SE "i Re BY 


ON HEARING SACRED MUSIC 


PERFORMED BY SEVERAL YOUNG LADIES. 


Han, blooming-choir, whoſe tuneful throats - 


Pour forth the ſweet mellifluous notes 
That lift the mind on high ; 

That give mortality to taſte 

The rapt ſenſations of the bleſt, 
Above the ſpangled ſky. 


When faireſt forms like you combine, 
To raiſe in ſymphony divine 

The ſweetly flowing ſtrains, 
The atheiſt muſt confeſs a God— 
The ſceptic leave the devious road— 


The wretch forget his pains ! 


At 


( 147 5 
At every ſound that ſtrikes my ears, 
Methinks the mufic of the f pheres 
Awakes my ſoul to bliſs ; 
Methinks through Heav'n's bright courts I rove, 
Where all is harmony and love, 
And pureſt happiness. 


k } 
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Such modulations ſure were given 
To raiſe our languid ſouls to heaven, 
And ſmooth the hs of Gs a 
To bid ideal madneſs ceaſe, — >, 
To huſh wild paſſions into peace, Xt 


And tune the heart to pray'r, 


O ſacred Muſic ! let thy pow'r 
Enliven every gloomy hour, 

And meliorate my ſoul; 
Till, in ecſtatic tranſports drown'd, 
I hear ſeraphic tribes reſound 

Their ſongs from pole to pole ! 
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DUCHESS OF ak 


FA er 
- * 
L 


BEING SAFELY DELIVERED OF A DAUGHTER, AT 
BLENHEIM, SEPTEMBER allo 


MDCCLXXXV, 
: W AKE the lyre to ſounds of joy, 
_ Deeply ſtrike the runefu] firing! ! 
Vexing cares that life annoy, 


Hence ! on Terror's rapid wing. 


Lo! o'er BLEnNnz M's ſtately towers 
Sportive Loves and Cupids play: 
Graces lead the roſy Hours, 


That light this fair auſpicious day. 


Kind 


( 149 ) 


Kind Lucina 's guarghan e Oo 


Still attends oda love; 


Still ſhe hears the virtuous prayer; - 
And could a Maar BRO' 8 n to move ' 


All the powers that watch the good, 
Left the ſkies to lend her aid: 
Before her couch bright 'Joxo ſtood ; - 


And favouring ſpirits round her play'd. D 


The lovely babe, by Venus caught, 
Was bid to riſe with all her charms; 
With all her Parent's virtue fraught, 


And all Mixzzva's winning arms. 


And may the F ates approving ſmile, 
And ſpin a life of faireſt dyes ; 
A mother's tender fears beguile, 


And bleſs a father's partial eyes! 


1 


ODE 


ODE XV. 
ON THEIR MAJESTIES' VISIT | 


TO THE DUKE AND DUCHESS OF MARLBOROUGH, AT 
BLENHEIM, AUGUST 44, 


 MDCCLXXRXVI. 


| 1 SOVEREIGN, hail ! an humble bard .. 
His loyal gratulation payͤs: 
Ah! how une qual are his lays 
To win a monarch's great regard id 
No Chauckx now delights theſe groves , 
With poeſy's enchanting ſound ; 
Yet Rill diſ port-the purple Loves, 
And till the Graces hover round: 
Matur'd by years, improv'd by taſte, 
Each lovely ſcene 1s lovelier made 
Than when Britannia's monarchs bleſs'd 
With daily ſmiles this rural ſhade. 


8 Illuſtrious 


4 


Iluſtrious Sire! ordain'd to prove 
The ardour of a nation's love; 1 | 


By every royal gift endear'd, 


By every rank ador'd, rever d; 

By guardian angels ſav'd from fate, 
Who, mindful of Britannia's weal, 

Thy ſacred ſteps, well-pleas'd, beſet, 

And turn'd aſide the frantic ſteel . 

To Woodſtock welcome may the day 
In future annals ſhine, 

That gives our eyes their richeſt feaſt, 


The fight of Bxuxswick's line 


At Fancy's call Time s viſta meets my fi ght ; ; 
Af plendid group of kings appear, | 
Who ſhed benignant luſtre here, 

And ſought thoſe bowers with ever-freſh 4 


* A few days before an attempt had been made on His Majeſty's 
life, by a woman who proved to be infane,/ T4 
| L4 | An 
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An Alrazp's ſacred name we boaſt, De ar 
Whoſe valour ſav'd this ſea- girt iſle ; 1 * 5 
Whoſe genius bade the Muſes ſmile, | e A 
And woo'd them to this northern coaſt, 8 
To HENRI Es, Ebwanps, hallow'd names ! 7 2 T 
| b The Muſe recurs with reverence dan; 2 i he; 
But more a GrozcE' 8 worth wee 1 


And veils their glories from her view. | 


O! blelt in all that can adorn 


The monarch or the man; | 

To ſcatter happineſs intent, ? 
The public good to plan gi 

What raptures muſt pervade thy breaſt, 

1 When memory aids the royal thought, 

And ewa what former kings poſleſs'd, 
And what thy liberal aim has wrought |! 


In public love, —in private bliſs, 


Unrivall'd ſhines a. TS reig; 
=_ | > IT And 
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And 2 ages, envying this, 
The charming ſcene ſhall paint again. 
And may the bard who tunes che lays 
In diſtant æras, tell this iſle, 
That GEoRGE's long and happy days 
Were cheer d with CHARLOTTE'S heavenly ſmile; ; 
That riches flow'd from commerce ſpread, 
The Arts were cherilh'd by the throne; | | 
That Peace and Plenty rear'd their head, | 
And call'd a happy realm their own! 


ODE © 


ODE Xun. 
on HIS GRACE 


THE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH 


CONVERTING HIS GREEN - HOUSE INTO A PRIVATE 
THEATRE. | 


bo HY weeps the Genius of thoſe flowers, 
And binds with cypreſs wreaths his brow ? 


Why turns bright FL onA from thoſe bowers, 


Where all her charms were wont to glow? 


« Alas!” ſhe cries, © my lovelieſt plants, 
e That erſt were rear'd with tender care, 
ce Torn rudely from their favourite haunts, 


Are doom'd to feel the chilling air! 


Does 


( 155 ) 


« Does beauty claim no partial eye? 
« Do ſtrangers * meet no mild regard ? 
« To pleaſe—they left their native ſky— 
6 To die negleted—their reward“ 


* Forbear,” a liſtening Dx vid cries, 


« Fair Goddeſs of the painted train! 


- * For ſounds of joy exchange thoſe ſighs, 


Nor quit theſe manſions in diſdain. 


Where once your plants of brighteſt bloom 


«« The ſweeteſt fragrance ſhed around, 


© The Lovxs and GRACxES haſte to come, 


« And Moszs conſecrate the ground. 


The gayeſt tints your tribes could boaſt 


« Would ſoon beneath ſuperior fade; 
2 Then weep not for your empire loſt, 


“Nor, pining, ſeek the ſombre ſhade. 


* Alluding to the exotics. 


« goon 
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4 Soon ſhall your pen d eyes behold 

« Each charm that wins the poliſh'd mind; 
„ And worth, chat, void of rank or gold, 

« Might gain the reverence-of mankind. 


« CLEORA, fraught with every grace, 1 
: * 
Shall here with fond attention ſeize ; 
* AsPASIA's ſmiles illume that face, 


Which plaſtic Nature form'd to pleaſe. 


« With bluſhes crown d and luſtrous eye, 
« Beyond the painter's mimic art, 
„ Lucixpa here ſhall Join to dry 


« The tear that flows from Miſery's ſmart. 


The Siſter Graces &, each poſſeſt 
* Of charms appropriate, and belov'd, 
“With blended powers ſhall touch each breaſt, 


« By ſenſe inform'd, by feeling mov'd, 


Ladies CAxOLINE, ELIZAZZT R, and CHARLOTTE SPENCER, 
who performed in the drama. 
| 46 Then, 


1 


« Then, Goddefs! ceaſe your ſad eomplaint.— 
« For partial ills forget to grieve : | 
« Of, if br fortows tanft have cent. 


O, let the Davip's ſong relieve !” 


ODE 


TO GEORGE MARQUIS OF LAND ORD, 


ON HIS COMPLETING HIS TWENTY-FIRST YEAR, 
|  - MARCH 6, 


MDCCLEXXVII. 


Tas Muſe no humble theme 8 | 
Nor tunes the lyre to trivial rains : 
On vent'rous wing ſhe boldly dares 
- ſeek the ſky, and quit the plains. 
And did th' Aonian nymphs attend, 
Their blended ſweets of verſe to lend; 5 
Did Pix DAR“s genius fire my breaſt, 
Or poliſh'd FL Aceusꝰ genuine taſte, 
To diſtant æras ſhould this lay, 
Upborne by fame, expand o'er earth; 
And future ages hail the day 


, 


That gave illuſtrious BAND FORD birth. 


Alas! 


0159 
Alas! 1 mourn my feeble power 
To reach the heart, or charm mankind ; 
But rank, combin'd with worth, like yours, 
Some rich recording pen ſhall find.— 
And did no poet deck your name,— 
Where merit ſhines, behold its flame 
The pureſt light and ſplendour throws, 
Nor needs the incenſe tuneful verſe beſtows ! 
Yet deign, illuſtrious youth, to hear | 
The votive lay Truth bids me bring 2 
No adulation courts your ear, _ 
Altho' I ftrike the plauſive firing :— 
The plauſi ve ſtring 1 dare to ſtrike, 
When BLANDFORD's character I draw; 
The portrait to the perſon like, 


The candid eye will pleaſe, and the malignant awe, 


Bleſt with fair lore, with manly ſenſe, 
The generous wiſh, the feeling heart ; 


And good and wiſe without pretence, 


Or borrow'd aids from guilty art ! 


Kind 


( 160, > 


Kind Fortune on your natal hour. 
Propitious ſmil'd, and bade bert * 
Each its various tribute pour, | 
And vow'd the blended bleflings to maintain. 85 
But ſtill to higher gifts aſpire, 
Than liberal Fortune can beſtow : 
For genuine Grandeur muſt acquire 


The conſcious rank it cannot owe | 


Virtue beholds you reach'd your prime, 
And owns you hers, with joy elate: 
ol may ſhe ſhield through future time, 
That all may hall you truly rat! 
The bright example of your fire 
Be ever preſent to your eyes ; 
Let all his worth your preaſt inſpire, 


And prove the guiding ſtar where real glory hes ! 


For now fantaſtic Pleaſure ſmiles, 


And decks her form with tempting wiles, 


And 


\ n( 


„ ( 161 ) 
And trims her barge, and hoiſts the fail, 
And bids you truſt her fickle gale * 
For now the world, with dulcet charms, 
Attracts the ſight, and lures the mind; _ 


And Vice, ſeductive, opes her arms, 


And becksfromVirtue's fence, and ſeeks conſent to find. 


With cautious ſtep thoſe ſyrens ſhun, 
Their firſt allurements dare refuſe ; 
Purſue the plan fo well begun; 
Retain your principles and views. 
The ſplendid race from which you ſpring, 
Your friends, your country claim your care; 
A chaplet to their honour bring, 
Wove of every virtue rare. 
If martial courage fire your breaſt, 


Lo! great CKURCHILL points the road; 


| In arms, the hero bold confeſt, 


In clemency how like a god ! 
0 M | But, 


( 162 ) 
But, ſhould you chooſe the happier fate 
Of him who wins the civic crown, 


By peaceful arts who ſaves a ſtate, 


And links the public ſafety with his own Fad | 


Or, ſhould the rural Powers contend 

Your heart from active life to bend, | 

And Science all her ſplendours ſpread 

Around your conſecrated heacl ; | 

In either path bright GrLoxy's found ;— 

She views the man—and laughs at empty ſound ! 


And, O! as years wing on their way, 
And, circling, turn your natal day, 
May added ſtore of every bliſs 

In bright aſſemblage fill your breaſt; 
And time unite with happinefs, 

To ſweeten life's extended feaſt, 


And glad its lateſt hours with undiminiſh'd zeſt! 


ODE 


ODE XIX. 


CHARGE TO THE NAIADS, 


| ON LAUNCHING THE SOVEREIGN, A MAGNIFICENT 
. PLEASURE-BOAT, ON THE LAKE AT N 
BI ENH ENI JULY 27, 


MDCCLXXXVII, 


Vr Naraps ! who, with conſcious pride, 

O'er BLEenue1m's ſpacious lakes prefide, 

And 1n the front pellacid wave 

Your ſpotleſs forms delight to lave, 

O hither turn your azure eyes! 

O here, in all your charms, ariſe ! 

To welcome, on the liquid way, 

Yon gilded bark, that courts your ſway 5 

That longs to preſs your cryſtal ſtreams, 

To cheer your caves with paſſing gleams ; 
N Or, 


( 164 ) 


Or, anchor'd on the level tide, 


To throw a bright effulgence wide. 


Ve placid powers! that dread no ſtorms, 
Whole reign no diſmal ſcene deforms ; 

But as you quit your pearly beds, 
And as you lift your lovely heads, 
Hear only Echo waft around 

The melting notes of magic ſound, 
Or fix your views on waving groves 
Where ſylvan Pan enraptur'd roves; 
O deign to hear my votive prayer ! 

O make this {| plendid charge your care ! 
Around it play in ſportive ring "FM 

| Your choiceſt bleſſings hither bring — 
Arreſt the hand of wreekful Time, 
Endo it with perennial prime; 

And may the name auguſt it bears, 


Avail it through the lapſe of years; 


* The SovEREIGN, ſo called in honour of His Majeſty. . 
| Your 


% 
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Your impulſe lend the ſweeping oars, 


To waft it round theſe bloomy ſhores; 


Or, ſhould ſome ſelect ſtation pleaſe, 


Smooth every wave, lull every breeze ! 


And when beneath its ſtately dome, 


The fair, the good, delight to come; 


When Mank Ro” leads her lovely train, 
And Graces deck your watery reign ; 
When worth and wit aſſemble here, 

To paſs the hour in ſocial cheer ; | 

May pureſt joys pervade each breaſt, 
And Pleaſure ſmile—a conſtant gueſt ! 
May Fancy dream of bliſs alone, 


And cares and fears be all unknown! 


M 3 | ODE 


10 THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


LADY ANNE SPENCER, 


ON COMPLETING HER FIFTEENTH YEAR, NOV. 5, 


' MDCCLXXXVIII, 


| Tur Mvsꝛ fo oft has ſtrung her lyre . 
Io celebrate ſome natal hour, | 
. That Fancy ſcarcely dares aſpire 
To cull a freſh poetic flower: 


Yet well the brighteſt flowers would ſuit 
The opening bloom of gay fifteen : 

| And ſweetly ſoft might breathe the Jutez 
And Fancy kindle at the ſcene. 


But 


n 


But TxurR recalls from fairy land, 

Where erſt my youthful footſteps ſtray d; — 
Accept an offering from her hand— _ 

She comes in ſimple guiſe array'd.— 


She calls—and let her guileleſs ſpeech ” 
Acceptance find, and warm the heart; 
For higher can her maxims reach, 


Than all the gaudy gloſs of Art. 


By her inſpird O let me tell 
What Rank and Beauty ſeldom hear! 


«© Thar virtue is the only ſpell, 
„The varied path of lite to cheer: 


1 That Hope's young eye, with eager glance, 
Full often ſees ideal bliſs ; 
e And painted vapours gaily dance, 


* And ſpread illuſive happineſs : 


M4 „Tat 
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& That ſober Reaſon finds the cheat,— 
ce Thrice happy ! ſhould her early view 


6 The viſionary forms defeat, | 
cc And, for the fleeting, fix the true.“ 


Such bliſs be yours betimes to know 
The future hinges on the paſt; 


That every joy which blooms below, 


Muſt bear Reflection's glaſs to laſt, | 


The pleaſure pure - the limpid breaſt, 
That feels no guile, and heaves no ſigh, 


And fair Content —angelic gueſt ! 


And Innocence, with dauntleſs eye — 


As now ſo ever ſhed their balm, 

Each threat'ning ſtorm of life remove; 

Nor pafſions ſtir the halcyon calm. — 
Save thoſe of friendſhip, and of love 


Bright 


29 


„ 


Bright as your own maternal ſtar, 


To future poets may you ſhine, 
And Time, triumphant from afar, 


Confirm this votive verſe of mine ! 


And long may this auſpicious day *, 


To Britain's ſaving Genius dear, 
Reviſit you with partial ray, 
And prove the happieſt in the year ! 


* The Anniverſary of the Revolution, of which this is the centenary. 
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ODE XXI. 
WRITTEN wn THE 
TEMPLE or HEALTH 
AT . BARRINGTON, 


THE SEAT OF THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE COUNTESS TALBOT, 
NEAR THE BANKS OF THE WINDRUSH. 


Bresr HEALTH ! I feel thy genial tide 
Through all my veins, unfetter d, glide; 
Around me laviſh Nature pours 

Her odorous ſtore of blooming flowers ; 
Through all yon high umbrageous grove, 


The little warblers ſing of love; 


ETESIAN gales, inſpiring, play, 
To wake the Muſe's hallow'd lay ; 


And 


6 
And every beauty paints the ground, 


And every pleaſure ſmiles around. 

But, ah ! my heart, too ſoft to bear 
The galling load of unjuſt care, 
Unfit to meet life's varied woes, 
O'erlooks thoſe ſcenes that interpoſe, | 
Where taſte and nature are combin'd 
To pleaſe a Targor“ poliſh'd mind. 

Sure LIFE is but a painful dream, 
Where Bliſs ſcarce darts a tranſient gleam ;— 
A land by Fancy painted gay, 
But cut with many a thorny way; 
Where Ignorance alone can taſte 
The luxury of the tainted feaſt ! 

In youth, the proſpect opens fair ;— 
Fallacious joy diſpreads her ſnare ; 
Fond Hope, with eager eye, pervades 
A world of joy, nor dreams of ſhades. 

In ſpecious guiſe warm Friendſhip ſtands, 
With open heart, and ready hands; 


— 


While Love invites to myrtle bowers; 
And laughing Cupids glad the hours. 
On me thoſe fair deceivers mild, | 
Their glozing arts my youth beguil'd ; 
Fond eaſy Faith my boſom fir d. — 
I felt, as Truth divine inſpir'd; 

And, foe to Art's fictitious way, 

In Nature's * praiſe I fram'd the lay. 
Oft, Winprusm! on thy willow'd fide, 
I've ſung in all the Muſe's pride; 
Thy ſmooth meanders idly trac d, 
Without a care to vex my breaſt ; 
Indulg'd the fond enthuſiaſt's dream, 
That men were really what they ſeem; 
That love was pure, and friendſhip ſtrong, 
And happineſs (till freſh and young. 

The baſcleſs viſion diſappears, 


And flees the teſt of riper years ; 


See Ode to Natur. 


The 


„W 

The painted meteor dies away, 
As Reaſon pours her lucid ray; g 
And Life, in genuine tints, is ſhewn,— 
But fair and lovely while unknown; 
A ſtate where ſtorms and waves aſſail, 
The bitter pang, the adverſe gale; 
Where Virtue cannot promiſe bliſs, 
Nor injur'd Honour meet redreſs. | 

ETERNITY ! to thee ! fly— 
To thee I ope my ardent eye: 
Above this little ſcene of things, 
My foul aſcends on Hope's bold wings; 
Where God his creature's name will own, 
As low I bend before TA throne ; 


Where Faith will meet its due reward, 


And Virtue merit Heaven's regard ! 


ODE 


ODE XXII. 


CARLOC AND ORRA. 
IN IMITATION OF OSSIAN. 
Suppoſed from the Exsz. 


ET MINI VINGERE FAS SIT! Ax ox. 


| Dyp in gore, and gaſh'd with wounds, 


— 


Valiant Champion, mount thy ſteed ; - 


HForrific War its clarion ſounds, 


Riſe and graſp thy ſword with ſpeed! 


If ever ORRa touch'd thy heart, 
Or her regard you wiſh'd to gain, 
Fly — thy preſent aid im part; 


Meet her foes on yonder plain. 


n 


Lo! the ruthleſs In van pours 
Crimſon'd hoſts around my walls ; 
Wild Paſſion on his eye-brow lours jr 
Diſmay my beſt-tried friewds appals. 


To ſnatch me from thy plighted love, 
The robber's deep-laid art he tries : 
Haſte ! O haſte ! and yonder prove 
Thy title to my partial eyes! 


Thus ſpoke the maid : the hero's foul 
Already deem'd the mandate flow ; 
Revenge and love by turns controul— 


By turns urge on his haſte to go. 


The valiant clans around him ſpread, 
By arms and martial feats allied 3 

With lengthen'd ſhouts his courage fed, 
And IxvAx's ſhielded ranks defied. 


The 


— — —  —  — mote 


( 176 ) 


The ſquadrons meet; the faulchion broad I 


On either fide mow'd ranks away: 


Acroſs the field grim Horror rode, 


And clouds of duſt involy'd the day. 


The war-voic'd CarLoc dauntleſs plied 
Where thickeſt hoſts encloſe his foe ; 
His ardent guards, in Glory's pride, 


Already deem ſtern Invan low. 


But, ah! how ſhort the laurel'd bloom, 


That forms the braveſt warrior's crown ! 
How ſoon the Fates their gifts reſume, 


And ſmiling Fortune wears a frown ! 


No ſooner IX VAN met his eyes, 


Than CarLoc hurPd the well-pois'd ſpear ; 


The hoſtile ſhield the ſtroke defies, 


And countleſs foes ſurround his rear. 


Brave 


c 


Brave CarLoc's troops ill-fated ſtrove 

To break the phalanx firm and ftrong ; 
The Chief bimſelf, inſpir'd by love, 

Nor leſs by rage, reſiſted long. 


With many a ſhout he calls his bands ; 
Alas !! no cheering ſhout returns; 

While like the mountain-rock he ſtands, 
And circling hoſts intrepid ſpurns. 


At length, by Irvan's hand oppreſt, 
He fell; and, falling, ſtabb'd his foe : 
A mutual wound transfix'd each breaſt, 


Nor ebb'd each vital current ſlow. 


The diſmal tale to Ox na came 
No frantic grief her face deforms ; 
She neither weeps, nor wails her flame, 


Nor with a woman's weakneſs ſtorms : 


N | But 
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But ruſhing to th' enſanguin'd plain, 

She ſought the place where CarLoc lay, 
With dauntleſs ſoul explor'd the ſlain, 

To find her ill-ſtarr'd lover's clay. 


She found him gaſh'd with many, a 8 4 
She kiſs'd his gore - diſtained face: 

Then rais'd his cold corſe from the ground, 

And, dying, gave a laſt embrace. | 
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MISCELLANIES. 
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ADDRESS TO THE DEITY, 


TE RERUM DEUS ALME CANAM, DOMINUMQUE, PATREMQUe 1 
L 
MAGNE PARENS, SANCTA QUAM MAJESTATE VERENDU My 
ATHERIS ATEANAS RECTOR MOLIRIS HABENAS | 
* 


W HERE ſoars my Muſe on bold adventurous virg ? 
What theme invites—while towering Fancy dares 

To lift th' enraptur'd ſoul above the ſtars ? . 

A theme adapted to celeſtial choirs,. 

That in ſweet ſtrains ſurround th' eternal King, 5 
And teach his praiſes to the ambient ſpheres: 

Yet tho' Heaven's concave echo to their notes, 

And flaming ſtars reverberate the ſound, 

Proſtrate they bend before the lofty throne, 


And on their voice is low.—\V hat then am I? 
N 3 Compar'd. 
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Compar'd with them, more worthleſs than the duſt, 
More feeble than the worm on which I tread. 
But, O! ye angels, aid a mortal's lay, 
And grant a ſpark divine my ſoul attune 
To laud the boundleſs and efficient courſe 1 5 
Of more than dim-ey'd Nature can diſcern— 
Of more ten thouſand times than fancy bold 
Can raiſe ideal in the muſing breaſt. 

And thou, JIEHOVAH! who late bad'ſt me riſe 
From unſubſtantial night and ſleep profound, 20 
And from the womb of dark non·-· entity 
Beſpok'ſt me into life - gavꝰ'ſt me to lift 
My brow aloft, and drink the ſilver light, 

Pure effluence of chyſelf—aſſiſt my voice, 
While my weak tribute to thy throne I raiſe ! 25 

Almighty Regent of unbounded ſpace ! 

Where ſhall my praiſe begin, where end my theme ? 
Thou, ſource of all! with glory compaſs'd round, 
And in thy eſſence moſt ſupremely bleſt, 

Knew'ſt no deficience, nor a void ingrate, — = 
When 


( 183 ) 
When all was blank. Ere time's contracted ſ. 1 


Was ſever d from eternity”s vaſt tide, 
To meaſure days and years—ere Chaos rude 
Felt thy pervading ſpirit, and obey'd 
The fiat of Omnipotence—Thy breath 35 
To beauteous order, dignity, and grace, 
Reduc'd the ſeeds in Nature's darkſome womb, 
And wak'd to harmony each jarring maſs, 
By thee the golden ſun, emerging high 
From jumbled chaos, firſt was taught to ſhine, 40 
And diſſipate night's dark primæval gloom. 
Fix'd in the centre of a thouſand ſpheres, 
Thou bad'ſt his bright effulgent beams elance 
Their heat prolific ver unmeaſur'd ſpace. 
By thee the lamps diffuſely ſpread around 45 
From centre to the poles, were lighted up, 
To decorate the pure ethereal vault, 
And ſhed a luſtre on the face of night. 
Some, taught by thee, in certain orbits roll, 
Nor deviate from their path—others fix'd, 350 
N 4 Their 


( 184 ) 
Their twinkling ſplendour ſtill emit unchang'd. 
Thy hand to comets mark'd th eccentric track 
Throughout the vaſt illimitable void, 
Aſſign'd their periods » check'd their dire career, 
While atheiſts learn to tremble and adore. 
Bright worlds on worlds immeaſurably ſpread 
In boundleſs ſpace, immenſity profound, 


Own thy creative power and ſkill divine. 


This pendent ball was rounded into form, 


And dropp'd well faſhion'd from thy plaſtic hand ; 


Thy power uprais'd the mountain's airy top, 
And bade the vales ſubſide the channel ſcoop'd 
For limpid ſtreams, and mark'd their mazy way 
To the vaſt ocean. That in bounds confin'd 
The watery world, and limited its reign. 
When ſwelling ſurges ſtrive to laſh the ſtars, 
And raging billows roar indignant round 
The ambient ſhores, and daſh th' objected cliffs, 
They feel thy fiat they attend thy voice. 
And keep the barrier of Omnipotence. 

g | 


55 
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In verdant veſture thou array'dſt the globe, 

And gav'ſt the uberous ſoil to tem when freſh 

With vegetation in luxuriance rich. 

Fair 1n the vales upriſe the ſmiling flowers 

In gaudy tints and variegated hues, 75 

Diffuſing balmy ſweets—protrude the trees 

Their blofloms gay, or laugh in cluſters full, 

And lowly (hrubs in germination bloom ; 

While ſpiry foreſts crown the lofty hills, | 

And wave their airy tops, and mix their boughs. 80 

At thy command, prolific Nature ſwarm'd WH, 

With tribes innumerous, different as the ends 

For which eternal Wiſdom form'd their powers : 

Yet all are perfect—all proclaim thy Kill, 

And ſhout in various ſymphony thy praiſe. 85 

From thee all fprang—thy perſpicacious eye 

Sees myriads countleſs as the noontide rays 

Diffus'd from Sol's bright orb—their parts minute, 

Though leſs than atoms, yet are all complete. 

Not more the monſter's, whoſe appalling ſtep " 07 * 
iy Shakes 
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Shakes the ſtrong ſurface of this ſolid ball, 
And bids defiance to ſubduing man, 
Intractable and fierce. Earth, air, and ſeas, 
Replete by thee ſtill teem with life profuſe, 
And ſtill ſhall teem till Time forget to flow. 
And laſt, but chiefeſt of thy works below, 


Thou formedſt Man, adorn'd with every grace 


That can beſpeak his origin divine. 


Thou trimm'dſt the lamp of reaſon in his breaſt, 


And bad'ſt its ray illume his every ſtep, 

And point the path to bliſs; defign'd for ends 
More noble more exalted than che beats 
That graze the fields around—By inſtinct led, 
Its mandate they obey, and know no more. 
But thou on man beſtow'dſt th* immortal ſoul, 
The mind capacious, and the brow erect; 
Taught'ſt him to ſoar above this little ſcene, 
This ſublunary ſite, and mount the ſkies, 
From which the eſſence of his ſoul derives 


Its grand extraction. In miniature 


95 


100 
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Diſplay'd 
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d 
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Diſplay'd in him we ſee creative ſkill, 
Power unconſtrain'd, and majeſty divine. 


Great King of all, that breathes the vital air 1 


Regent of vaſt interminable ſpace ! 
The meaneſt of thy works declares the hand 115 
That rais'd their ſtructure and compos'd their parts 


To be omnipotent and unconfin'd; 


While rolling ſpheres and congregated ſeas, 


[nnumerous ſyſtems, and prolific ſuns - 

Can only tell the ſame, Awake | my ſoul, 120 
Awake ! and join the chorus of creation. 

O, every faculty awake to hail 

The Architect of all! Auuicaty Cavs? 

Of cauſes—Source of every bliſs refin'd— 

Inviſible Ia nov An, infinite! os 126 
That rules the whirlwind, and the thunder hurls 

To ſhake th' ethereal vault—that bids 

The lightning's flaſh tremendous cleave the ſky, 

And rides on ſtormy blaſtsthy power maintains 


This vaſt ſtupendous frame, this wondrous whole: 130 


All 
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All nature owns thy providential care; 
And were thy hand withdrawn - the jarring ſpheres 
would tumble into ruin — central ſuns expire, 
And Chaos rude aſſume his priſtine reign. 
Lon p! what is Man, amid this varied ſcene ' 35, 
Of ſpace infinite, by thy eſſence fill'd > 
A feeble atom—made by th' unerring wil! 
Of thee—to tread th” ndenken chain of fate, 
Till ſwallow'd up by time all-bearing down. 
Vaoet thou vouchſaf ſt to hear his humble cry— 140 
Thy eye omniſcient ſees his every want 
Thy mild benevolence regards his prayers. 
When all was loſt - hen nature mourn'd his lapſe, 


And groaning worlds gave ſigns of grief ſincere, 


Bur none could aid—no art the loſs immenſe 1 45 


Retrieve—when from the gulf of hell pr ofound 
Burſt from its chains of adamant, immur'd 
With triple walls, the Fiend of guilty mien, 


Terrific Death cloſe-ſtalking by his fide, 


And overcame the Favourite of the ſkies— 1.50 


Its 


50 
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Thy pitying breaſt, with warm compaſſion moy'd, 


Contriv'd a plan to fave the human race 
From utter ruin, from eternal woe, | 
From the abyſs of uncombuſtive flame, 
From racks Tartarean, and that hell—Deſpair! 155 
The brighteſt ſeraph cannot comprehend— 

The hoſts of Heaven around th' empyreal throne, 
Struck dumb, in flent tranſport and amaze, 
Contemplate thy exuberance of love! 

Taov gav'ſt thine owl x Sox—O love immenſe! 160 
To expiate our crimes, and waſh from ſin, 

To ſuffer ſcoffs and ignominious death 

From thoſe he bled to fave. O bleſſed King! 

Dread Sovereign of the ſkies, and ſoul of all! 

Diffolve tho inſenſate heart in flowing tears 165 
Of gratitude deep felt. Let mercy ſweet— 
Let boundleſs merey and redeeming love, 
Remain my darling themes. O teach my ſoul 
At thoughts of thoſe to ſpurn life's little cares, 


Its idly vexing woes—and let the muſe | 170 


Catch 
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Catch inſpiration from her bliſsful ſong, 
Till in the regions of eternal day 
She fing enraptur'd, and renew the ſtrain 
With energy divine—and bid the ſpheres 
To echo at each ſound—REzpzzninG Love ! bt 175 
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II. 
THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 


DIFFUGERE NIVES, REDEUNT JAM GRAMINA CAMPIS, 
ARBORIBUSQUE cou: 


MUTAT TERRA VICES- | Hor. 


Cons, lovely FLoRa, aid me to pourtray 
The ſmiling beauties of the vernal day ; g 
The grateful ſeaſon that freſh life inſpires, 
Wakes the dull ſpirits, and relumes their fires ; 
That bids dead Nature gayeſt colours wear, — 
And paints with every hue th' unfolding year ! : 
As when from filent ſhades and gloomy night: 


I Joyous we riſe, and hail the new-born light, 


AE 


Shake off the chains of lethargy, to hear 

Harmonious muſic charm the raviſh'd ear; 10 

By ſleep refreſh'd, by reſt again made ſtrong, 

Mix ia the ſcene, and join the buſy throng : 
28 Thus 


( 192 ) 
Thus view creation's wide extended plain, 

Where ſullen Winter held its dreary reign ; 

Where froſt and ſnow deform'd each fertile vale, 1 5 
The driving tempeſt, and the rattling hail, 

Now ſpring the flowers, now teems the verdant ground, 
And the gay landſcape brightens all 18580 

Each plant reſumes its native form and dye, 

Some ting'd with red, ſome emulate the ſky: 20 
All, in the pureſt elegance of dreſs, 

Welcome the Spring, its power benign confeſs ! 

How ſweet the morn, how fair the riſing dawn |! 
How bright the ſun- beams quivering o'er the lawn | 
The new-cloth'd earth inhales Apollo's ray, 25 
And Nature glories in his equal ſway ; 

Creation's hymns aſcend the ſource of light, 

Whoſe golden ſplendours chaſe the brumal night; 
Whoſe genial heat o'erpowers the frigid north, 

Sheds plenty round, and calls freſh beauties forth. 30 
Deep, deep, I hear each object ſwell the ſtrain, 


Exulting in auſpicious Phoebus” reign ; 
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Ev'n things inanimate their incenſe raiſe, 
And what was mute, grows vocal in his praiſe. 
While ancient Deities are all forgot, "cw 3 
Sleep in contempt, or undiſturbed rot; 
While JurirER enrag'd can ſtorm no more, 
Nor NE YTrVxꝝ roll his billows to the ſhore ; 
While Eo ver's gods no linen- prieſts ſurround, 


And leeks, unhonour'd, clothe her fertile ground *; 40 


Wiſe Pxsra's god majeſtic keeps his ſphere t, 


Whom rolling worlds with all their tribes revere. 

Be calm, ye ſtorms; ye tempeſts, rage no more, 
Nor waſte your fury on the rocky ſhore ; 
Mild flow, ye waves; ye winds, no longer (weep, 45 
With awful madneſs, o'er th'expanded deep; 


Nor dare deform the luſtre of the day; 


A milder reign ſucceeds, a gentler ſway |! 


Come, beauteous Spring! come, haſten with thy train, 


The Loves and Graces wait upon thy. reign! 50 


* Alluding to the ancient Egyptian form of worſhip. 
+ The Sun was adored by the Perſians, 
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The faireſt flowers that early Nature yields, 

And riſe ſpontaneous in the fertile fields, 
Or grace the banks of pure meand'ring rills, 

Or love the ſunſhine on the floping hills; 


With richeſt gems ſupply thy regal crown, wt | - 


And verdure as a garment flows around. 


For thee again the birds reſume their ſong, 


Raiſe high their notes, and the glad ftrains prolong ; 
Their ſoft deſcant they teach the neighbouring grove, 
And each cloſe ſhade bears witneſs to their love. 60 
Nor theſe alone ;—through wide creation's ſpace, 


From the low inſect to the human race, 
All hail thy influence, bleſs thy friendly power, 


Thou ſweet enlivener of life's gloomy hour! 


| While aromatic plants perfume the air, 65 


And flowers and ſhrubs are deck'd ſupremely fair ; 
As ver their heads the balmy zephyrs play, 
And gently fan them all the live-long day, 


The ſons of age feel happier ſcenes return, 


With joys renew'd, and freſh emotions burn; 70 


Shake 
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Shake off the languor of oppreſave years, 
And gain a reſpite from obtruding fears. 

Soon as the bird of morn proclaims the dawn, 
And quits, on fluttering wing, the dewy lawn, 
Forth ruſh the ſwains, inur'd to hardy toil, 75 
To break the glebe, and fertiliſe the ſoil; 

Witch cheerful hearts their conſtant labour ply, 

Till Sol's bright beams deſert the weſtern ſky : 

Then homeward bending, taſte unbroken reſt, 

And not an anxious care diſturbs their breaſt ; 80 
Save, where fond love attacks the feeling heart, 

And the loft paſſions generous warmth impart 

Save, where the lover, penſive and alone, 


Makes woods and caves re- echo to his moan; 


And every thought intent on ſome coy fair, 85 


With bitter wailing fills the ambient air. 
Almighty Love! ſay whence thoſe melting fires, 
Thoſe glowing tranſports, and thoſe ſoft deſires. 
That warm the Gul, and every ſenſe refine, 


Exalt the low, and make th unpoliſh'd ſhine? 90 
| O 2 From 
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From Nature all—from Nature's Gop they flow, 


Who bade the breaſt with pure emotions glow ; 
When nen ben Virtue binds with ſacred ties, 

And ſmiling Beauty faſcinates the eyes. | 

He, Source of all, adorns the laughing day, = 9 5 
And bids the flow'rs their gaudy tints diſplay: 

With vernal gales diſpenſes bliſs and eaſe, 


And makes each ſeaſon miniſter to pleaſe. 


III. THE 


III. 
THE ROLL OF BEAUTY. 


TI S Beauty calls—bleſs'd Candour guide the lay, 
That trembling dares bright - fair pourtray ! 
O ! ſpread thy veil where Reaſon can't approve, 
And teach my heart to melt with ſocial love; 
With warm regard the lovely to defend, 1 
Or only hint the blemiſh they may mend. 
And thou, Lucixpa, ſmile upon the ſtrain, 1 
Or Pindus' ſacred maids inſpire in vain ! 

As midſt the flow'rs that deck ſome vernal bed, 
And all their fragrance on the ſenſes ſhed, 19 
The eye, diſtracted, o'er their beauty roves, 


Nor can ſelect, but each in turn approves ; 


So roves the Muſe, ambitious to embrace 


The lovelieſt nymph, her blooming wreath to grace; 
O3 Bs... 
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Nor, PAR is · like, can throw the glittering prize, 15 
While DAPHNE's ſhape contends with STELLA'S &yes ; 
While PazBe's luſtre ev'ry boſom warms, | 
And majeſty adorns MoniMia's charms. 

Let chance direct and lo! an angel bright, 
Gay in her air, and graceful to the ſight : 20 
'Tis fair CLRORA] ſee, the ſplendours ſpread ; 
Her lucid orbs the bright effulgence ſhed ! 
Each look beams love !—ye heedleſs mortals, fly; 
For dull the heart that feels not when ſhe's nigh, 
And falſe the tongue that dares aſperſe her name; 25 
Alike ſhe ſhines in beauty as in fame! 

And ſee eich modeſt grace in Druias s air, 
Blooming as youth, and innocent as fair; 
Mild as the beams that deck the vernal morn, - 
And ſweet as odours from the bloſfom'd thorn, 30 
Her artleſs manners ſpeak the mind ſerene ; 
Too wiſe for pride, too humble to be vain ; 
From wit affected, and from folly free, 


She charms with delicate ſimplicity. 
With 
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With every grace, ſee FLavia appears 35 
The nobleſt form, the fineſt ſhape ſhe wears; 
A thouſand darts are brandiſh'd from her eyes, 
And from her air reſiſtleſs lightning flies. 
With pointed wit, and energy of thought, 
The wiſe are vanquiſh'd, and the fools are ven; 3 40 
But native pride each tender paſſion wounds, | 
And leſs ſhe's bleſs'd, the more her ſenſe abounds ! 

Would FLavia taſte the pureſt joys of life, 
Whether as maid, as mother, or as wiſe ; 
From milder manners let her form her own, 45 

And be for ſweetneſs as for ſpirit known. 
| AntL1A comes, with ſoft and placid mien ! 
The pureſt elegance ſupports her train; 
The ſymmetry of ſhape, of eaſe the grace, 
Lives in her form, and ſmiles upon her face. 50 
To Virtue's precepts uniformly true, 
Her heart deceit and falſehood never knew ; - 
Ne'er ſpecious gloz'd, with guilty craft conceal'd, 
Or heav'd the wiſh that might not be reveal'd. | 
O 4 | She 
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She to ſound judgment joins a temper ſweet ; | 55 


When grave not gloomy, and when gay diſcreet: 
Wich goodneſi blends each paſſion of her breaſt, 

And her ſole pride's to imitate the bet, 

If charm the fair when gaiety is o'er, 

And giddy viſions vex the heart no more; 60 
When youthful bloom is verging to decline, 

And time matures the beauties of the mind: 

Behold As TR EA] mark her ſober air, 

Look on her heart, and lay her boſom bare 

There Guilt and Vice a refuge never found, 63 
For Prudence” dictates all her actions bound. 

And didſt thou, Darnns, to theſe pleaſing ſmiles 
Unite that ſenſe which every ſoul beguiles, 

How hadſt thou ſhone diſtinguiſh'd 'midſt the fair, 
And taught the boldeſt Love's ſoft bands to bear! 70 
For thine the life that malice cannot blame, 

The virtuous javie of truth, the ſpotleſs fame ; 

For thine the eyes that ſpeak the native heart, 


Gay without guile, and open without art, 


But 
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But why, PRUDENT1 4, that ſarcaſtic ſneer, 75 


When Faſhion's plumes, or Gatety draws near ? 
If Heav'n has giv'n you ſenſe, as ſome confeſs; 
Would complaiſance and candour make it leſs ? 
Would it debaſe thy worth, thy beauty ſpoil, 
To clothe thoſe features ah a harmleſs ſmile; 80 
To drop the look demure, the formal air, 
And dreſs, and think, and talk, like other faked 
True female beauty is an air divine, 
That ſhould in ev'ry look and ation ſhine : 
In no fix'd tints its lovely image glows, 8 5 
Nor aſks the lily blended with the roſe, 
The coral lip, and penetrating eye; 
Burt ſhould o'er all the form diffuſive fly, 
Inſpire each motion, wake each winning grace, 
Smile 1n the look, and bluſh upon the face. 99 

AsPaASLA ſmiles | nor ſofter is the gale 
That gently fans the flow'r-embroider'd vale; 
And ſweet the accents of that ſilver tongue, 
As when an angel's golden harp is ſtrung ! 

| | | She 
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She looks good-nature, emulous to pleaſe, 95 
And breathes around complacency and eaſe. | 
MEL 185A next the beauteous roll ſhall grace, 

For parts ſuperior well deferve a place. 

Here mental ſtores protract the dying bloom, 

Give preſent joy, and hope in years to come; | 100 
Amend each charm, th' exterior form improve, 

And point the ſhafts that kindle laſting love. — 
While affability and candour pleaſe, 

And wit refin'd from ſatire's bitter lees; 

While taſte and judgment may diſtinction claim, 105 
Mer 18s A's character ſhall merit fame. 

| Come, ELo1ss ! for innocence in thee 
Vnited ſhines with ſoft ſimplicity. 
Thy tender breaſt no crime did ever ſtain, 
Thy tongue ne'er gave a momentary pain : 110 


The female arts thou never knew'ſt to try, 


Or frame a thought not written in thine eye, 
Celeſtial Innocence, array'd in white ! 
Firſt-born of Paradiſe, and child of Light! 
Tis 
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Tis with thy luſtre, beauty only ſhines, 115 
Steals on our hearts, and captivates our minds; 
Devoid of thee, the fineſt features die, 
Pall on the ſenſe, and difappoint the eye. | 

Thy mincing mien, my Ma uA, claims the lay, 
Though beauty ſhone not on thy natal day ! 120 
Yet, did thy charms the queen of love outvie, 
And Cupids ſhot the lightning from thine eye. 
Such affectation would deſtroy their power, 
And looſe thoſe ſlaves thy merit might ſecure; 
For ſpotleſs virtue ſanctifies thy name, WM 5 
And truth muſt own a life chat knows no blame; 
A poliſh'd judgment, delicately nice, 
And heart that bears no hatred—but to vice. 

But know, F LAVILLA, that affected free: 
And Mem1a's manners plac'd in poorer ſoil; 130 
Thoſe antics ſpun from eaſy politeſe, 
Thy nodding motions, and fantaſtic dreſs ; 
May pleaſe the ſimple, ſteal upon the crowd, 
But never charm the well-bred, wiſe, or good. 


2  _ FLAVILLA, 
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F * hear! the Muſe will ſet you right; 135 


Be but yourſelf, and you will be polite : 

Affect no graces, but what Nature gave, 

And all your idle imitations wave. 

| Moſt charm the fair, when leaſt lr art we ſee; 

Nor need I other proof, but only thee. | x 140 
The lovely contraſt in Lavinia ſhines, 

| In whoſe juſt praiſe een hateful envy joins, 

Of ſober manners, and of heart ſincere, 

Peace in her eye, compoſure in her air : 

Warm to her friends, and faithful to her wat, 145 

Can hear a ſecret, and can yet be juſt; 

Can charm with ſenſe beyond the reach of art, 

And ſhews bright virtue glowing at her heart. 
O Diſtance, fink—give Mrza to my view 

A fairer image Fancy never drew ! 150 

With thee a thouſand charms and graces fled; 

Thine eyes the ſweet delicious poiſon ſhed ; 

O'er all thy form unnumber'd beauties ſtray, 


And blooming Venus yields thee half her ſway. 


Return, 
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Return, return] and ſhine among the fair; 153 
For thee thy ——— prefers his anxious pray'r. 


Hence, HEcaT1ssa !—know, my;well-bred Muſe, 


Nor courts thy favour, nor with hate purſues ; 


She deals no flatt'ry, draws no worthleſs name, 

Nor lifts thy maſk, to light the bluſh of ſhame. 160 
But who is this that burſts upon my ſight, 

Wich ev'ry charm that can inſpire delight: 


Tis Juno's preſence, and majeſtic mien; 


Thoſe ſmiles are borrow'd from the Paphian queen ! 


And hark the buſy whiſpers round proclaim 165 
The bright Lucinva's lov'd and honour'd name. 
Each nymph retires; nor wit nor beauty dare 

Abjde the conteſt, and with her compare. 


Such num'rous charms in her concentred ſhine, 


The faireſt fade, and ſhun the air divine. 170 


Thus fades the humble lily of the vale, 


When blows the roſe, and ſcents the ambient gale ; 


Tuus fly the ſtars that ſtud the azure ſky, 


When fair Aurora opes her purple eye. 


O were 
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O vere my pow'rs but equal to my theme, I75 
Poetic flow'rs ſhould ſtrew Lc ix DAs name 
I'd paint her beauties in immortal fong, 

And numbers ſuch as flow'd from Dryden's tongue; 

| Nor ſhould a ſmile, a winning grace be loſt, 2 
When kingdoms fall, and temples ſink in duſt. 180 
Ah! how unequal to the taſk my lays; 

Let others praiſe her deck'd with happier bays ! 

For me, let truth inelegantly tell, 

The brighteſt virtues in her boſom dwell ; 

That wit, well temper'd , Joins with ſenſe refin'd, 185 
And ev'ry thought beſpeaks the poliſh'd mind; 
That candour, taſte, and elegance, and eaſe, 
Unite their charms, with manners form'd to pleaſe ! 
That all that's lovely, amiable, ſweet, 5 
In bleſs d aſſemblage in her tempers meet: 190 
That Heav'n, tho* bounteous, could beſtow no more, 
And Grace on her has laviſh'd all its ſtore ! 

Here ceaſe my ſtrains - thoꝰ yet remain unſung 
Full many a maid, in beauty blooming young; | 

Full 
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Full many a flow'r, juſt burſting on the day, | 19 5 
As Hebe gentle, and as Flora gay. 
For theſe ſome youth may tune the future lyre, 
And from their charms inhale poetic fire : 
Enough for me, that with no partial aim, 
© I ſung of Beauty, for I felt its flame ; 200 

And if I wiſ O let not Beauty frown ; 


* 


Its ſmiles are dearer than the laurel crown ! 


5 
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IV. 
A NATIONAL CASE. 


WRITTEN IN MDCCLXXXIIL. 


Ts patriot pleads—the grave divine implores 
To turn deſtruction from BRITA xNIA's ſhores : 
In powerful eloquence they mourn our fate; 

One rates the Junto, and one blames the Great. 
Where lies the cauſe, all eyes can clearly ſee ; | 
But each one ſwears—it cannot reſt with me ! 

| Though gameſter, ſcoundrel, traitor, or what not, 
One cannot ſave, or ſend the State to pot! 

Go, fools ! and learn, that, in his fingle ſphere, 
Each can be loyal, pious, and ſincere; 

That one example may infect a crowd, 


Or one conduce to make a nation good. 


While 
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While Grone 's virtues dignify the throne, 
And CararLoTTE ſhines with beauties all her own 
While LowTn * and Mooxe f unſullied lives * 
vice from their preſence ſhrinks, abaſh'd, away. 
But fill too weak their luſtre, to pervade 
A nation's limits, and a night of ſhade. | 
More lamps we need, to ſhine with native light; 
Jo ſhame the villain, and allure to right : 

For vain the patriot's boaſt, the preacher's prayer, 


Unleſs their lives their lips“ impreſſion bear. 


* Biſhop of London, —+ Archbiſhop of Canterbury. 


* | . IN 
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IN PRAISE OF DULNESS. 


0 fortunat] flulti—ſua ſi5 ona nori nt. VigciL. 


Thrice happy fools ! did they their bliſs but know. 


rh 'Tumcs bleſt the man, on whom the Muſes ſmile, 
« To ſmooth the path of life, and pain beguile ! 
"rl Thrice bleſt the man, whom ſacred Science fires, 
Pure Taſte corrects, and Literature inſpires ! 
« Thrice bleſt the man, who, true to Honour's laws, 5 
Lives as ſhe dictates, and ſupports her cauſe ; 
« Who ſcorns to flatter, worthleſs fools to pleaſe, 
* And ſpends his days in innocence and caſe!” 
Thus to the lyre with artleſs voice I ſung, 
And thus I form'd the lay, when Time was young. 10 


Now 
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Now late, repentant, other themes I chooſe, - |» 
Deſpiſe all literature, abjure the Muſe *; 
To Lethe's ſtream ill-fated verſe conſign, 
Renounce th' ingenuous feelings of the mind; 
Learn to deteſt the arts I once ador'd, 15 
And join the ſenſeleſs crew, the Dunciad horde. 
A fated victim to your altar bound, 

Let all your prieſts, O Dulneſs ! ſhout around! ; 
Prepare the leaden crown, the poppy wreath, | 
Thro' all my foul thy dark contagion breathe, 20 
So ſhall thy votaries deem me fit to riſe, 
And, as they ſmoke their pipes, proclaim me wiſe; 
So ſhall each club, where Folly reigns ſupreme, 
O'er opiate liquors celebrate my name. 

| How bleſt the man whom Dulneſs calls her own! 25 
To whom the charms of Taſte are all unknown 


Who never felt the thirſt of letter'd praiſe, 


Or tried by mental powers himſelf to raiſe ; 


* Arrantium irz amoris integratio eſt. 


i ER Who, 
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Who, like the beaſts, one ſteady tenor keeps, 

And juſt as Nature prompts—eats, drinks, and ſleeps! 30 
But woe to him who courts the olive crown, 
And graſps the phantom of a learn'd renown ! 
Tranſcendant blockheads prey upon bis heart, 
Fell Envy points her moſt envenom'd dart; 
Black Malice foams, and foul mouth'd Slander bites, 35 
All, all attack the wretched man who writes. | 


O had my Sire, from whom my forrows flow, 


But kept my notions, as my fortune, low; 


O had I ſhunn'd the charms of claſſic lore, 

And learn'd o'er ledgers and o'er news to pore; 40 
Imbib'd ideas ſuited to my purſe, 

I ne'er had felt this literary curſe ! 

But partial fondneſs ſent me to the ſchools, 

Ten years I ſpent ſubſervient to their rules ; 

No havghty pedant my young deeds diſpleas'd, 45 
Neo rival injur'd, and no parent teas'd ; 
F ree from the rod I ſpent thoſe happy days, 

And ſought no pleaſure but the voice of praiſe, 


4 Full 


40 
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Full oft from ſteep the lazy hours I ſtole, 
To view the ſtars in bright progreſſion roll; 50 
Full oft to Science gave the longeſt night, 
And ſtill unwearied ſaw e light: — 
As years came on, the ſame illuſion charm'd, 
The love of Science ſtill my boſom warm'd; 
The ſacred Muſes woo'd me to their cell, 55 
With them, and ſauling Peace, I vow'd to dwell; 
Abjur'd the midnight ball, the poiſon'd bowl, 
Nor ſuffer'd Vice to enervate my ſoul. 


Strong Emulation warm'd my youthful breaſt, 


And ardent Hope in bliſs the future drels'd ; 60 


The deathleſs wreath my temples ach'd to wear, 
And ſoar aloft above Detraction's air. 

The charm is burſt, and vaniſh'd is the dream, 
Who now the friends of literature eſteem ? 
Who once regards the bead, or minds the heart, 6 5 
Unleſs ſet off by patronage and art? 
Who in the wealthy ſees a fool or als, 


And who dares cenſure him that's well to paſs ? 
1 Vice 
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Vice gathers ſtrength, like ſnow-balls rolling on ; 


While Virtue ſtands unſhelter'd and alone ! 70 


Unhappy fate! to every dunce a prey, 


Aſſail'd, purſued by all who bark or bray; 


Traduc'd, belied, on rancour's tenters torn, 
Oppreſs'd by ills too heavy to be borne; 
In fortune injur'd, and in fame ill paid, 75 


And guiltleſs, doom'd to wither in the ſhade : 


Who thus would fare, that ſafely might be free, 


Thrice bleſt, thrice great Stupidity, with thee ! 


come, I come! obedient to thy will, 


O ſhield me then from every letter'd ill! 80 


An humble ſuppliant at tay ſhrine I ſtand, 


Thy leaden faſces trembling in my hand ; 

Thee, mighty power ! I chooſe to be my guide, 

To you, ye drones, I claim to be allied 

Let every tongue a proſelyte proclaim, 83 
So ſhall I riſe in fortune and in fame, 

No rival ſpite me, and no dunce revile, 


But every face with approbation ſmile : 


Each 
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Each change his note, and plead a brother's cauſe, 
Since fools from fools are ſure to gain applauſe ; 
And all for buſineſs, truſt, and place are fit, 


All but the man of genius and of Wit! 


. VI. AD- 


VI. 


ADVICE TO BACCHANALIANS. 


Air ye who in drinking would wiſh to excet, 
% And amid jolly topers would bear off the bell,” 
Attend! and I'll teach you the high road to fame, 
To laugh at the ſober, and ſanctify ſhame. 


Be reaſon, religion, worth, fortune, and wealth, 


The peace of your conſcience, the pleaſures of health, 


Kick'd out of the balance ;—for who can be gay, 


7 While ſuch ill- bred intruders dare come in the way? 


If one tender emotion find place in your heart, 
If you e'er was ſo weak as to die with Love's dart; 
Quick baniſh theſe 8 or ceaſe to draw near 


With awkward pretenſions to riſe to the Caair, 


% 


It 


It 


'. Warm friendſhip, pure honour, and love of mankind ; 
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If a wife or a child look up for ſupport, 


Or a parent or friend to your aid would reſort, 


| Renounce all thoſe ties ere you viſit the ſhrine 


Of Bacchus, the abſolute monarch of wine, 


Be curs'd all the bands that ſociety bind, 


Can theſe merit praiſe 'mong the heroes of drink? 


As well may the bottle aſſiſt you to think! 


Thus diveſted of virtue—of all that the wiſe, 


The good, or the learned &er ſtudied to prize, - 


Let each vice enter in, and the void be fill'd up, 


Before you pretend to drink deep of the cup. 


Be your mem'ry well ſtored with RocuzsTER's verſe, 
Unbluſhing, obſcenity's ballad rehearſe ; 
Lay in ſtock of ſtrange oaths, with ſtale jeſts coin'd anew, 


And ſuch balderdaſh ſtuff as true wit never knew. 


Above 
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Above all, ſtudy toaſts myſterious and dark, 
And alluſions impure that ſtill point to the mack ; 
Songs vile, low, and vulzar, as words will permit, 


Then may you with credit as PxESITIDENT fit, 


Once rais'd to this rank—and can mortals riſe higher ? 
| Refine in each vice, and indulge each. deſire ; 
Exact from your ſubjects ſubmiſſion to law, 

Or, if drunk and forgetful, ſtill bumper their flaw. 


Let noiſe and contention be ſet down for joy, 
To licenſe give range, and reflection deſtroy; 
Let the ſober be lur'd, and the ſqueamiſh drawn in, 


And pronounce water-drinking a damnable fin, 


But ſhould hoary Wiſdom e'er dare to intrude, 
Or Conſcience find out a pretence to be rude ; 
From the bottle ſeek comfort—your ſyſtem purſue, 


And, believe me, theſe bugbears will fly from your view. 


Think 
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Think life but a jeſt—all its bleſſings but air, 
And drinking the only aſylum from care: 
Thus, heedleſs of fate, keep inceſſantly mellow, 


And at laſt you will die a — hearty fellow. 


VII. TO 


VII. 


TO A FRIEND. 


N A GENEROUS friendſhip no cold medium knows, 


6 But with one love with one reſentment glows.” 


Thus ſung the Muſe whoſe maxims fire my breaſt, 


And leave their ſtamp, indelible, impreſt. 
Tis cons [ live—l love—and ſpurn as baſe, 
The ſometbings— nolhings of the human race, * 
I ſpurn the ſoul that grovels in the duſt— ' | 
The half-form'd friend too timid to be juſt = 
The foe that ſpreads his arrows in the dark— 
The buſy tongue that wings them to their mark— 
Concern affected more to point the lie, | 
And all the villain arts aſſaſſins try. 


Nor ſmall my pride thoſe principles to ow 


Since you confirm and make their value known. 


Congenial 


— — 


Enn 
Congenial conduct while I trace in you, 
Pl! love thoſe ſentiments, and hold them true: 
For, while the baſe are ſtraining to divide, 
The knot of friendſhip is but cloſer tied. 


VIII. WISH, 


VIII. 


WISH, AT PARTING. 


AROUND my fair may every joy attend, 


That love ſincere can wiſh, or Heaven can ſend! 


On every ſtep may guardian angels wait, 

And watch thy early morn, and evening late ! 
May Friendſhip's ſacred power, and ſocial Love, 
With every ſweet thy boſom can approve, 
Smile on thy heart, and all their influence ſned, 
While Diſtance parts me from my deareſt maid ! 
A In happy white may all thy moments flow! 
So ſhall I leſs he pangs of abſence know; 

So ſhall my days with brighter luſtre ſhine, 
For in thy happineſs is centred mine q 

Vet if, when friends retire, and filence reigns, 


One ſigh ſhall ſpeak thy pity for my pains ; 


That ſigh alone will all my care repay, 


Tc 


ante 
A N 
A PASTORAL. 


O DID you, my DEL1a, but know half the pain 
TE hat abſence inflicts on my breaſt, 
No longer you'd ſmile to hear me complain, 


Or deem my fond tale but a jeſt. 


Ere morn with his luſtre illumines the ſkies, | 
Ere the larks and the linnets awake, 


For you, my dear charmer, I pour forth my ſighs, 


And wiſh the day bleſt for your ſake. 


When night ſpreads her mantle beſtudded wich , 
And Phabe aſcends on her throne, | 


To the rocks and the foreſts [ publiſh my flames, 


While Echo repeats every moan ! 
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No more at the dance or the ruſtic's gay ſport, 
The frolic or mirth of the green, 
Where the nymphs and the ſwains at evening reſort, - 


Is Daphnis—your Daphais—e'er ſeen. 


Were the nymphs there more fair than the beams of the 
morn, | 
And more ſweet than the hawthorn's perfume z 


Did the Goddeſs of beauty each feature adorn, 
And the roſe yield its tints to their bloom: 


While, DELIA, my deareſt, thy abſence I wail, 


Not a charm in the faireſt I ſee; 
Compar'd with thy luſtre I think they look pale, 


And their converſe is taſteleſs to me. 


The winding deep vale, or the gloom of the grove 


The penſive and murmuring ſtream, 


Delight moſt my heart—the fond ſlave of love, 


For there on my DEL14 I dream. 


68 


If the turtle, pure emblem of paſſion fincere, . 094 
But coo her ſoft tale to her mate; 2. 

If the nightingale pour her fveer notes on my ear, | 
I join, and the accents repeat. 133 


Dear warblers, be ſtill—your wiſh flutters near! 
And well ſhall repay all your love ; 
While I for the abſent muſt breathe my fond care, 


Nor hope that my ſorrows can move. 


O DeLi1a ! thy preſence with tranſports can fill, 
Thy ſmiles are more dear than the day ; 
In thy converſe alone I forget every ill, 


And feel it return when away. 


If this heart forms a wiſh—if this breaſt heaves a ſigh, 
Believe me, my fair, tis for you; | 
If the tear of regard often ſtarts in my eye, 


_ *'Tis becauſe you are loſt to my view, 


Q: | N © 
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No longer then doubt the firm truth of my heart, 
Since by Love's mighty monarch I ſwear ; 
Your hand would more permanent pleaſure impart, 


Than the crowns which great potentates wear! 


X. THE 


2 


THE A DI E v. 


AH me! how memory wounds my breaſt, 


Nor can 1 painful thoughts beguile : 
For ſure this boſom once was bleſt 
With love that fed on DEL1a's ſmile. 


Now abſence veils the face of day— 
Now doubts diſtract, and fears aſſail; 

While Hope withdraws its fainteſt ray, 
And Fancy only wakes to wail, 


From thee, my love, I ſeek relief, 


To thee I lift the plaintive eye: 
Alas l thou wilt not ſooth my grief, 
Or ſcarcely give me leave to ſigag! 


_ os 


Then 
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Then welcome every pang that tears 
The heart by hapleſs love poſſeſt— 
Deſpair, diſtraction, doubts and fears, 


Plant all your tortures in my breaſt ! 


0 teach me how to feel exceſs, 


Till fainting nature can no more; 
Your ſharpeſt darts my ſoul ſhall bleſs, 


As ſooner will its ills be o'er. 


For while one ſenſe, one breath remains, 


To think of thee, or fpeak thy name; | | 
I' cheriſh all my tender pains— | 


Nor quit them with this vital flame :— 


Thy feet idea I will bear 


Beyond the bounds of earth and time; 
For 'tis the preſence of my dear 


Will add new charms to blifs ſublime. 


XI. 


RE- 


XI. 


RESIGNATION. 


W ur, mighty Heaven ! on me thy vengeance pour, 
Spoil every joy, and poiſon every hour ? 

Why am I doom'd to never- ceaſing care, 

And ills you form'd me all- unfit to bear ? 

Is it to wean me from deluſive bliſs, 

Gay Pleaſure's dream, and mad Ambition's kiſs ? 

oF it to lure me to a fairer ſky, 

Where Love {till blooms, and Friendſhips never die 
If this the gracious purpoſe you ordain, 

| meekly kiſs the rod—nor ſhrink from pain, 

\fſur'd thy juſtice will at laſt reward, OR 


Thy mercy ſhield me with a warm regard. 


Q3 XU, WINTER. 


XII. 


W INI E R 


Huswo are the notes of ſylvan love, 
No warbler echoes through the grove ; 
The ruler lawns, the leafleſs trees, 

No more enjoy the genial breeze; 

No more the flowers their tints diſplay, 
No more the fruits imbow the ſpray; | 
But gayleſs Winter mounts his throne, 
And calls the ſubje& world his own. 
Hoar miſts obſcyre the morning beam, 
The mid-day ſun ſcarce ſhoots a gleam ; 
And ſoon the evening ſhadows fall, 
And ſable darkneſs circles all. 


XIII. 
AUTUMN MORNING. 


Tur Sun juſt rears his roſy head, 
The twinkling dew-drops gild the ſpray ; 
White miſts diſcloſe the river's bed, 


And Nature breathes her matin lay. 


Gay CERESs yellows o'er the plain; 
The early reaper hies to toil ; 
Beneath him finks the bearded grain, 
While Love repays him with a ſmile, 


The hind beholds, with joy pofleſt, 
The copious treaſures autumn pours ; 
And, as the pleaſure thrills his breaſt, 


Hails the morning's tranquil hours, 


24 The 
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The ſportſman, rous'd from light repoſe, 
Calls on PoxTo's favourite name ;— 
The faithful dog's ſagacious noſe 


Soon betrays the latent game. 


Quick “ ſhort thunder” rends the ſkies ; 


The whirring partridge droops her wing: 


Her mate in wild diſorder flies, 


And mourns the blaſted hopes of ſpring. 


Thus our joys, too dearly bought, 


Full often cauſe another's pain ; 


And, weigh'd in calm impartial thought, 


Some loſs lamented ſwells our gain. 


XIV. THE 


XIV. 


THE INVOCATION, 


TO MI X 4. dl © 


Tung faireſt flowed that « fips the —_ 
And ſheds the rich perfume, 
Than lovely Max a is leſs ſweet, | 


And leſs its beauteous bloom. 


The roſe bud burſting into day, 
By no rude touch defil d, 
Is not more pure than Min a's heart, 


Nor vernal ſuns more mild. 


If, Vexvs, with a favouring ear 
Thou ever heard'ſt a prayer, 

This blooming flower protect and guide 

Wich all a parent's care 
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Let no rude ſtorm— no chilling air 
Prevent her opening charms ; 
And ſhould a danger hover near, 
O ſhield her in thy arms ! 


So when Time ripens every grace, 
And calls forth every ſweet, 
In ER each heart will own Tay ſway, 


And worſhip at thy feet. 


XV. ON 


IV. 
ON SEEING FLAVIA WEEE. 


| O LET not ſorrow heave that breaſt, 
By all the gentle Loves poſſeſt; 
O let not tears bed im that eye, ö 
Where Cupids arm'd in ambuſh lie ; 
O let no other paſſions move, 


Save thoſe of friendſhip and of love ! 


What have I ſaid ? That trickling tear 
Has not its ſource in ſelfiſh fear— 
Flows not ſpontaneous to the will, 

To deprecate or * . i; 

But, prompted by the tender mind 
That feels concern for all mankind, 
Falls as a tribute—how e! 

At ſacred Friendſhip's hallow'd ſhrine. 

2 . Yet 


KY . 
Yet O! dear maid—if Heav'n would hear 


A fond enthuſiaſt's ardent prayer, 
No native care your heart ſhould know— 
Nor ev'n your tear for others flow, 
But Bliſs on you with waving wing 
Its choiceſt ſtore of pleaſures fling 3 
ö While deep it veils the ſight of pain, 
And only ſhews Affection's reign ! 


XVI. BIRTH: 


1 
BIRT H- DAY wan 


THE RHYMES SUPPLIED BY A YOUNG LADT, * FILLED Up 
FOR HER FRIEND. 


Mud as the dawn of fling Mar, 
Appears my W—L—x's natal DAY : 
The guardian powers that watch'd her BI RT, 
By cleareſt ſigns confeſs her Wok TH. 

O Anxa ! this weak verſe RrcEIVE, 
And all the Poet's heart BELIEVE! 
In many a ſcene of life APROV'D, 
From infancy eſteem d, 3ELoV ,; 
May friendſhip grow with added YEars, 
And faith, well-tried, extinguiſh FEARS! 

By each admir'd, by all CARESS'D, 
With every joy O be thou BLEss'D ! 
With Fortune's ſmile, and roſy HBaLTa, 
Wich F riends, and Love, and Peace, and WAL TH: 
In ſhort—may all the ſtores of PLEASURE 


Flow on my ANNA without MEASURE | | 


XVII. 
10 o l. A R A, 


ON HER BIRTHDAY. 


Wy AT tribute can the Poet pay 

To grace his CLARA“'s natal day? 

Shall he in ſmooth melodious verſe 

Her charms, her wit, her worth rehearſe ; 
Or ſhall he breathe the votive prayer, | 
And bid her every bleſſing ſhare? 


My ftrains, dear nymph, I know not why, 


Muſt not paint your piercing eye; 
I dare not tell how many darts 
You ſhoot at poor unthinking hearts, 


And, ſhould your arrows fail to hit, 


How you wound with ſparkling wit ! | 


or 
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Nor muſt I try your worth to praiſe, 
I'm dazzled with its powerful blaze 
My ſenſe of it can verſe declare? 
No! ſearch my heart - you'll find it there. 


What then remains for me to ſay? 
How can I tune a grateful lay ? | 
In wiſbing well I can't offend, 
And, Heaven ! my ardent vows attend! 
May all the ſweets of mutual love— — 
All the joys the happy prove— | 
Friends, and health, and heart-felt peace, 
And life's long day, and tranquil eaſe, 
Be my lovely maiden's fate, | 
Then who would ſigh for guilty ſtate ? 
Who would ſtoop to empty ſhow, 
That can the heart's beſt raptures know? | 
Ambition ſeldom gains its aim, 
And what a bubble is a name 
To find content—in love to live, 


re all the charms that life can give. 


But 
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But ceaſe—theſe truths you feel impreſt 
On the fair tablet of your breaſt— 
For there, taſte, ſenſe, and reaſon join, 


To form my CLAAA moſt divine. 


XVII. WRIT- 


XVIII. 
WRITTEN IN THE 
BEECH-GROVE, WHICHWOOD FOREST, 


ONE EVENING, IN COMPANY. 


Tur G'D with the beams of dying day, 
A glowing purple decks each ſpray, 

And flames upon the trees ; 
While CynTara, riſing through the ſhade, 
In filver robes, unveils her head, 


' Triumphing o'er the ſeas. 


Now not a zephyr fans the leaves, 


No bending blaſt the reed perceives ; 


But Silence, on her throne, 


Seems to repreſs each noiſy ſound, 


And Echo liſten to reſound 


No voice but ours alone. 
R | The 


| ) 
The moſſy bank with leaves o'erſpread, 
Th' embow'ring trees above our head, 
A richer ſcene diſplay 
Than all the elegance of State, 
The tinſel'd grandeur of the Great, 
Or foppery of the Gay. 


In this delightful ſhady grove, 
Sacred to Solitude and Love, 
For ever could I range 
With Beauty beaming ſmiles around, 
And think I trode Elyſian ground, 
Nor wiſh a happier change. 


XIX. FOR 


2 2 


FOR A LADY'S WATCH-PAPER. 


Orr as the hours ſhall run their round, 
And give this votive verſe to view ; 
Should error in thy watch be found 


O may the friends you love go true! 


May rifing morn and falling eve, 
The buſy day, the tranquil night, 
Some wreath of bliſs to glad thee weave, 


And bring freſh changes of delight ! 


And ſhould a care Asp ASA know, 
And ſhould a ſigh her boſom move; 
Be that a care for other's woe — | 


That figh from well-requited love! 


Rs: XX. STAN 


XX. 
N A 8 


ON THE NUPTIALS OF JOHN SPENCER, ESQ, WITH THE RIGHT 
* HONOURABLE LADY ELIZABETH SPENCER, 


FEBRUARY G, MDCCXC. 


CxLEsTIAl. Truth ! whoſe viſual ray | 
Can pierce the fartheſt realms of day ; | 
Without whoſe ſpirit verſe is vain, 
And weak the aid of Pix Dus' train; 
Whoſe ſimpleſt ſtrains delight the wiſe, 5 
More than Flattery's ſacrifice ; 
From fields of ether fair, deſcend— 
Thy bright effulgence ſhed around— 
This votive verſe, well-pleas'd, attend, 


And ſee the Poet's heart beat meaſure to thy ſound ! 10 
Mild, 
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Mild, auſpicious ſun, ariſe ! 
Dart thy beams thro” azure Kies! 
Winds be huſh'd, and warblers pour | 
| Vernal notes to glad the hour! 
Let no Sadneſs dim the ſcene, 1 
But young-ey'd Pleaſure's ſmiling queen 
With tranſport touch the melting breaſt ; 

While Hymex, link'd with Love and Truth, 

In purple veſtment ſtands confeſt, | 
And gives the lovelieſt Fair, to bleſs the fondeſt Youth, 20 


Rapt into time, the Muſe ſurveys 
Circling flights of joyous days 3 
| Sees the charming Fair the ſame, 
Unchang'd in nature as in name ; 
With every virtue more diſplay'd, x 2 s 
She practis'd in the nymphal ſhade | 
With all a Mother's worth inflam'd, 
Reflecting duty-—filial love, 
And ſtudious, in each ſtate unblam'd, 


Her lineage and her life from Max LBRO drawn to prove. 


Ss Full 
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Full oft by airy meteors led, 
Baſe intereſt decks the nuptial bed; 
Or to ſounds of trophied ſtate, 
The giddy boſoms concert beat : 
But ſoon is burſt the magic ſpell— 35 
Connubial Love diſdains to dwell 15 
Where other ties than real eſteem 
Form the union of the hands; : 
And only pours his ſteady beam, 
Where hearts are bound in ſympathetic bands. 40 


When Paſſions pure, in current ſtrong, 
Waft congenial ſouls along ; 
When mutual Merit feeds the flame, 
And neither know the bluſh of Shame ; 
When State's gay pageants fail to chaim, 45 
And mad Ambition to alarm ;— 
When Heart meets Heart with native glow, 
And Wiſh meets Wiſh with eager haſte, 
The faireſt proſpects ſhine below, 
And Happineſs invites her choiceſt ſtores to taſte. 50 
| 4 And 
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And, O! of bliſs the conſtant tide 
Attend the wife that hails the bride ! 


Of love the cup be ever full, 


His golden arrows never dull !— 


The moments glide on lightſome wing, 


And new acceſs of tranſport bring! 
Till life's long day in pleaſure paſt, 

And till endearing and endear'd, 
Nature exhauſted breathes her laſt, 


55 


And meets the mortal doom expectant and unfear'd. 60 


XXI. NUP- 


XXI. 


NUPTIAL ADDRESS. 


To A FRIEND. 


| Wer the full heart its gratulation pays, 

The big expreſſion mocks its vain eſſays; 

5 It vows in ſilence, ſpeaks but in a tear, 

'That prove, moſt eloquent, the friend how dear. 
The filent vow my fervent "I? has made, 

The tear of joy my ſwimming eyes have paid : 

Words are too weak the vivid ſenſe to prove— 

Take then this pureſt tribute of my love 
More than in wiſhes e'er could be expreſt— 


The boundleſs homage of a feeling breaſt, 


XXII. TO 


XXII. 
To G1 10 
ON HER MARRIAGE. 


Or cloudleſs ſkies, and days of halcyon eaſe 
The Poets fing—and youthful Fancies pleaſe ; 
But Truth and Friendſhip bid me change the ſtraing— 


Each [tate has ſweets, and every ſtate its pains. 


Thine be each joy the wedded heart can taſte—- 
And few the cares that flutter round thy breaſt ! 
Thine be long life, and Pleaſure's laſting ſmile, 
Love ever young—and Friendſhip void of guile ! 
And ſure if aught can merit bliſs ſupreme, 
'Tis love like thine—in every change the ſame— 


A ſoul where Conſtancy had fix'd her throne, 


And firm Attachment rul'd and reign'd alone. 


The roſy wreaths by warm Affection tied, 
No duties weaken—ſcarce eyen Death divide ; 
While mutual efforts partial ills remove, 


And mutual fondneſs gilds the ſcene with love, 


 AXHE 
INSCRIPTIO N, 


SUPPOSED 
FOR AN URN OVER ROSAMOND'S WELL IN BLENHEIM PARK. 


VI Fair! who tread in Pleaſure's mazy round, 
Where many a ſnare, and many a gulph is found, 

For once reflect —with penſive ſtep draw nigh, 

And ſcan this moral with attentive eye. 

„ Birth, titles, fortune—all that fate can'give, 

© Or the moſt favour'd of your ſex receive; 

& Youth's blooming grace, ev'n Rosamoxva's charms, 
All that delights, or captivates and warms ; 

« Weigh'd in the ſcale gainſt Virtue, are but vain— | 
« Link'd with fair Virtue, deathleſs wreaths obtain ; 
„While Vice lives only in the roll of Fame, | 


80 To wake your pity, or to warn from ſhame ! 


XXIV. IN- 


XXIV. 


INSCRIPTION FOR A GARDEN SEAT, 


| 
O. WHEN my mind, with ills ſevere oppreſt, 
Secks here to find a momentary reſt, 
May foe kind Sp1R1T bland oblivion hed, 
Of cares encounter'd, and of griefs I dread— 
Veil the dark views Reflection's glaſs diſplays, 
And bid Hope eye the Future's peacefal days— 
Or if nor Hope nor Peace this heart muſt know, 


Teach it, at laſt—an apathy of woe! 
| 


[ 
| 


XXV. THE 


XXV. 


THE PUBLIC PRAYER FOR THE KING, 


MDCCLXXXVIII. 


PARAPHRASED IN VERSE. 


O KING of Kings ! beneath whoſe eye 
Earth's various tribes and nations lie, 


* Whoſe fiat gives them life and breath, 


Or wraps them in the ſhades of death ; 


To whom our wants and woes are known, 5 


O, let our vows aſcend thy throne ! 


Our crimſon fins, all-gracious God! 
Deſerve thy juſtice” lifted rod; 
Our bold defection from thy law, 


: Thy chaſtiſement ſevere might draw: 10 


But 


: 
4 
' 
( 
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„ 
But mercy decks thy brow divine— 
| To pity and to ſpare are thine ! 
O | ler our deep contrition move ! 


Our yielding hearts confeſs thy love. 


To thee we turn with pious care— 
To thee prefer the ardent prayer, 
Our King, for Britain's weal, to ſave, 


To watch the charge thy wiſdom gave : 


From him remove thy chaſt'ning hand ! 


Nor let a deeply ſinful land, 


Thy vengeance on its Sovereign wake, 


But ſpare him for thy mer:y's fake ! 


Thy gracious providence impart, 

To ſoothe his ills, to cheer his heart ! 

And with thy bleſſing deign to crown 
The healing arts applied and known ! 
Or, ſhould th extent of {kill be vain, 


O teach new lenitives of pain ! 


15 


20 


25 


Direck 
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Direct to means of untried power 


His preſent malady to cure ! 


To wonted health our King reſtore, 
And may his cup with bliſs run o'er ! 
Thy people grant his foſtering care, 
His bright example—virtues rare, 
His ſtedfaſt aim for public weal, 
His well attemper'd Chriſtian zeal ; 
Till, full of years, as rich in worth, 
Thy mercy ſummon him from earth, 
To reap his long · expected prize 
| A throne eternal in the ſkies! 
F * of mercies! in this hour, 
When ſable clouds around her low'r, 
When fond affection's ſtrong- link'd chain 
Ties down our Qu EEx to keener pain; 
When filial love, with lifted eye, 
Implores thy pity from on high; 


35 


40 


45 


O let 


et 
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O let the luſtre of thy face 


Illame each breaſt with heavenly grace! 


To CgAaRLoTTE and her offspring lend 


Thoſe comforts thou alone canſt ſend ! 


Lord! aid them in this day of need, 


59 


Thou ! from whoſe fount all joys proceed 


And, O! may we who now preſer 
Affliction's heart-expreſſive prayer, 
In thy good time our voices raiſe 
To ſing with joy thy bounteous praiſe, 
For mercy to our SOVEREIGN ſhewn, 


And all thy goodneſs we have known! 


0! grant us this for Jeſus' ſake, 
Thro' whom we ſupplication make ! 
O let the merits of thy Son, 


For all our frailties, Lord, atone | 


=— 
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XXVI. oc. 


XXVI. 


OCCASIONAL EPILOGUE 
TO THE 


"TRAGEDY OF DOUGLAS. 


ACTED AT WOODSTOCK ACADEMY, DECEMBER 19, 


4 
— 


MDCCLXXXI1I, 


> Lapits! Pm come—but not to make you jvgh= 
Each feeling ſoul ſublimer joy ſhould quaff. 
At Pity's ſhrine beſtow the melting tear; 

For deeper woe ne'er pierc'd the human ear. 
The widow'd mother, and the wretched wife, 
For ever weeping, and diſdaining life, 

By duty bound, without affection's tie— 
Forbid the laſt ſad privilege—to fgh— 


19, 
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The youthful hero, burſting from the ſhade, 


With Fate's worſt malice louring o'er his head, 


For glory panting with an ardent zeal, 

Too early doom'd, to meet the murd”rer's ſteel— 
All wake the tendereſt paſſions of the breaſt, 
And give the generous ſoul her richeſt feaſt. | 
Shall, then, the witty joke, the ill-tim'd tale, 
O'er every virtuous ſentiment prevail ;— 

Each ſoft impreſſion from your minds efface, 
And give light mirth to occupy its place ? 

No ! Senſe forbids—forbid it, Virtue, too ! 
Go—and each generous ſentiment purſue ;— 
The warin emotions trembling round your heart, 
Go—and your bounty to diſtreſs impart ; 
Relieve the wretched, wipe Affliction's tear, 
And ſpread your pity—ye who pity here. 

The Drama, true to Virtue's ſacred laws, 
Holds up her mirror, and ſupports her cauſe; 
By fictious ſcenes of intereſting woe, 

Lights up Compaſſion's animating glow 
4 . 


Oe 
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Or charms the ſoul with vaſt heroic deeds, . 

And every generous aim awakes, and feeds : 30 

Or painting Vice with all we can deteſt, 

Eternal torture gnawing at its breaſt, 

From ſpecious bliſs deters the duc ile mind, 

And points the ſting that pleaſures leave behind. 
Such is the end, the aim of tragic pow'r j— | 35 

Not the bare ſolace of the vacant hour: 

Be ſuch its force on all who heard to-night, 

Vice to reform, or virtue to excite. 

So may each youth, for whom the Muſe muſt bear 

A parent's fondneſs, and a guardian's care, 40 
Than blooming DoveL As meet a happier fate, 

And every bleſſing on their lives await ! 

So may each fair, who heav'd the heart-felt figh, 
And felt the tear of pity in her eye, 

The tender mother, and the faithful wite, | 45 
Taſte every tranſport of the happieſt life; 
In virtue only Lady RanvoLen know, 
And never—never feel her poignant woe. 
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XXVII. 


OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE. 
TO THE 
TRAGEDY OF CLEONE, 
ACTED AT WOODSTOCK ACADEMY," JUNE 19, 


MDCCLXSXIII, 


Yr gods and goddeſſes that grace our ſtage, 

Whole ſmiles invite to aim beyond our 4855 
Wboſe kind indulgence firſt our voice inſpir'd, 
Confirm'd te weak, the youthful bofom fir'd ; 

Again regard our toils with partial eyes, 5 
And teach aſpiring excellence to riſe;— * beth 
Wich candour judge, nor cenſure if we FF 


For hard the taſk, to guide the tragic ſail, 
| = 2 With 
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Wich ſpeaking eyes to paint the latent mind, 
And ſhift with wry puff of Paſſion's wind. 10 
When Time was young the ſimple Tazsy1s ſtray 'd, 
And under ſhady trees and grottos-play'd ; | 
With heav'n-taught accents drew the melting crowd, 
Nor knew the coſtly dreſs, nor ſtructure proud. 
But as mankind grew old in fictious art, 15 
And forc d expreſſion veil'd the feeling heart, 
The Play. houſe roſe, with ſtately columns grac'd, 
And artiſts there the breathing ſtatues trac'd ; 
The buſkin'd actors trode in tragic ſtate, ' 
And unfelt tears bedew'd the wretch's fate. 20. 
Next, ſhifting ſcenes the painter's ſkill diſplay, 
And ſhew ſets off the dull, unmeaning play; 
On merit leſs than Galen aids they reſt, 8 855 
And all perfection lies—in being dreſt; 
In varied views that catch the vacant eye, 25 
And ſounds which want of ſenſe and wit ſupply. 
Theſe we diſclaim no pompous ſcenes we ſhow, 


Nor all thoſe arts which happier ſtages know. 


No 


( 261 ) 
| No veteran's voice well tutor'd to expreſs 
The ſoft emotion, and the deep diſtreſs, 

1n varied accents, claim the plaudits due 
But artleſ youth alone attract your view. 

To- night, CLzon on our ſtage appears, 
Her beauties brighter by the lapſe of years ; 
Wich flowing hair, and wild, diſorder'd pace, 
And all the dignity of tragic grace, 13 
She claims indulgence from each feeling breaſt; 
And Pity ſure will weep for worth diſtreſt ! 
Will recompence her ſufferings with a tear, 
And breathe at Sorrow's ſhrine the ſigh ſincere. 

Be then our Actors meed, the melting eye, 
The mute attention, and the deep-fetch'd ſigh; 
The look that ſpeaks the ſoul in anguiſh drown'd, 
And beams of love that lighten all around ; 
The heart diſpos'd to anſwer Mercy's call, 
And mild Benevolence that ſmiles on all: 
| Sufficient to our fame, if each can ſay 


feel the moral of this tragic play.“ 


30 
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XXVIII. 


OCCASIONAL EPILOGUE 
10 THE SAME. 


F IVE long, long acts of tragic woes are paſt, 

And I in Epilogue appear at laſt : 

Sent by our Manager to view your faces, 

And ſee if feeling looks augment their graces; 

If Pity's ſtamp the ductile features wear, | : "Sh 5 

And ill-ſtarr'd Virtue draws the lucid tear. 5 | 
YeF ale, who baſk in beauty's vernal blaze, 

When ardent Hope depicts the cloudleſs days; 

When F ancy's eye each joyous ſcene pervades, 

And Thought, intruſive, rare the proſpect ſhades! 10 

| Ye Youth, whoſe breafls no anxious paſhons know, 

Whoſe guiltleſs hours in even current flow; 


Too young to grieve, too innocent to ſigh— . 


Or ſoon forgot the tear, and bright the eye! 
8 Think, 


(263) 
Think, as ye eager through life's entrance rove, 
And taſte the dulcet tranſports that ye love, 
How bleſt the heart by Vice ne'er led aſtray, 
Or lur'd to tread in Pleaſure's flow'ry way; 
Which never mounted Paſſion's fiery car, 
Or felt the rumaks-of internal war; 
When Honour, Virtue, Love itſelf expire, 
As whirlwinds lift the ſoul in guſts of ire ; 
And waking Reaſon, (brinks, aghaſt, to find 
The fatal ſcenes that Fury leaves behind ! 


If peace and happineſs your fouls would taſte, 


The flow of Reaſon, and the mental feaſt; 


If breathe your youthful hearts the ardent pray'r, 


For Friend(hip's bliſsful pow'r, or Love ſincere; 


For ſocial joys your manners to reform; — 


For ſweet Content that fears no falling ſtorm ;— 


For Age reſpected, or for Youth belov'd , 
By Virtue favour'd, and by Heaven approv'd; 


Root from your breaſt each baſe unhallow'd ſeed, 


And early crop the rank luxuriant weed, 
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That kills the flower, and overruns the mind, 35 


And leaves a barren wilderneſs behind. 
Ere Habit ſtrixe — ere Folly fix her root, 
And blaſt the bloſſom of the promis'd fruit; 
Ere baſe Example ſtain the limpid breaſt, 
| And Honour ſhrink from Int'reſt's ſordid teſt, 40 


With Virtue's lore inform the pliant ſoul ; 


Let Reaſon's diftates all her powers controul : | 
So ſhall your years in happy circles run, | 
And bliſs ſhall find you with each riſing ſun ; 
So ſhall you never feel a StrRO xs pain, 45 


| The headlong flave of Paſſion's baleful reign. 


. 


XXIX. 
OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE 
1 0 THE 
TRAGEDY OF THE GAMESTER, | 


ACTED AT WOODSTOCK ACADEMY, DECEMBER 19, 


MDCCLXXXV, 


Youw G on the ſtage of life's eventful play, 

And younger ſtill in Art's fiftitious way, 

Before this audience ſtands a timid train 

To court your favour. —Can they plead in vain ? 

Can you withhold the commendation due, 5 
When their beſt efforts are diſplay'd for you ? 
But ſmall applauſe rhe tender boſom needs 


To wake to virtuous or to vicious devs. 
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The youthful mind a ſtrong impreſſion bears, 
And what it early feels, it loves with years: 10 
Its honeſt wiſh benevolence retains ; 

And Vice, once cheriſh'd, ſins ſecure of chains. 

If, then, the ductile mind takes either way, 

As level fluids where \ we lead them ſtray ; 

If Education makes or mars the man, N 
And ſtrengthens or deſtroys kind Nature's plan; 

If on fix d principles our acts depend, 

And thoſe we firſt imbibe, with thoſe we end 
What anxious cares ſhould wait on early youth, 

To guide its ſteps i in innocence and truth! 30 
To warn from ill, from errors to reclaim, | 

And rouſe the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame ! 

' To this great end, 10 only ſound advice, 

The heartfelt dictate, and the conduct nice, 

May lend their aids; —but ev'n the well wrote play, 25 
Where pathos, moral, ſentiment, bear ſway, 

With pleaſing wiles may ſteal upon the heart, 

And win to Virtue by the touch of Art. 


This 
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This aim in view—to-night we mean to ſhew 


The Gameſter's folly, and his deep-felt woe; 39 
The keen deſpair that agitates the ſoul, 
When fetter'd Reaſon yields her laſt controul; 
When Love, and Faith, and Honour fink at once, 
And the blind dupe becomes the ſport of Chance ; 
Trembling each ſtep, yet fearful to reform, 35 
Till final Ruin wrap him in its ſtorm; 
When Nature pours her unavailing prayer, 
And his laſt accents breathe remorſe, deſpair. 

Hence ſhall we learn—for moral is the Muſe, 
Our firſt aſſent to follies to refuſe : 40 
The leaſt indulgence in à vicious courſe, | 
By repetition gains augmented force; 
By quick degrees to ſtable habits turns, 
Till Conſcience ſcarce her ruin'd quiet mourns ; 
Till Shame no longer can the face o'ercaſt, _ 


And every generous Paſſion breathes its laſt, | 
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XXX. 


OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE 


1 0 THE 


y 


COMEDY OF, THE CONSCIOUS. LOVERS, | 


ACTED AT WOODSTOCK ACADEMY, EASTER 


| MDCCXC., | 


WI AT various arts! to gain the critic's ſmile, 
To fix the giddy and the grave beguile ; 
What various arts to charm the eye, the ear, 
And make ſpectators pleas'd to ſee and hear ' 
| Scenes ſpread around of every form and hue—= 5 
Art mimics Nature, to enchant the view: 
[| The rural cot in hmple ſtile appears, 


The ſplendid feat its dædal front uprears, | 
| | | The 


The garden blooms, the ſhady arbour weaves 


Its verdant texture of perennial leave 10 


And every object — ſpite of time and place, 
Dares to deceive, and cheat you to your face. 

Sometimes a favourite actor mounts the ſtage 
To ſoothe your minds, and deprecate your rage ; 
| Whines for his brethren, owns their want of merit, 15 
But humbly begs your.lenity of ſpirit, 6 
And tells, perhaps what halt an hour would ſhew— 
That humour, caſh, and comic powers are low, 
Or truſting to the aids of gewgaw drels, 
Bids you the man of conſequence confeſs; 20 
Struts like a peacock, vaunting in his train, | 
And proves the claim of Folly to be vain. 
By other aims, your ſmiles we would engage; 
Praiſe for our efforts, pity for our age. 
No favourite here his voice well - practis'd tries, 25 
No tricks theatric fill you with ſurptiſei 
Scenes we diſclaim—one canvaſs ſerves for all, 
(As the poor's ſhade is dining-room and hall.) 

Our 


— ——ĩr—— — — 
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Our wings diſplay che paper-ſtainers ſkill— 


His deep invention—call it what you will; 30 
Colours they boaſt, and various figures too | 
But RooXER's * pencil ne'er the outlines drew, 
Yet, but for theſe, our ſtage would ſcarce be found— 
They ſerve at leaſt—to mark theatric ground. 
For theſe defects of elegance and art - 35 
For all our feeble powers to reach the heart; 
For all the tremors of W dees youth 
Unſkill'd in fiction, and attach'd to truth, 
One conſolation every eye Glkovers— | 
We fondly dare to think You Coxsciovs Lovzxs; 40 
Conſcious what kind indulgence is our due, 
When every boſom throbs—to pleaſure you, 

Though ye have ſeen Rank, Elegance, and Taſte, 


Worth, Wit, and Beauty, ſpread the ſcenic feaſt T; 


* A celebrated ** 


+ The Plays at Blenheim, repeatedly Nene to very numerous 
20d brilliant audiences. 


Though 


And cold Reſpect to melt at Kindneſs beam ;— 


(. 272 ) 
Though Fancy's eye to BTExRHEIx turns its view, 
And Memory loves to paint the bliſs anew— 
The bliſs that flow d o'er every feeling mind, 
When every excellence to pleaſe—combin'd ; 
When Grandeur, ſcorning vain, ignoble arts, 
By true Nobility engag'd your hearts, 


Taught Love to blend its tribute with Eſteem, 


Yet will your judgment with indulgence ſcan 
Our humbler ſphere our more contracted plan: 


Even Merit ſinks devoid of Fortune's ſmile, 


Even Talents droop, and loſt is Genius' toil; 


But rich or poor in fortune or in fame, 08 : | | 
Still to one object tends the honeſt name: | 


Deſpiſing Cenſure, and diſdaining Schiſm— 
Feels. its own worth, and cries Hence, carping | 
_ Criticiſm * !” | 60 | ; | 


*. The Motto, 
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„ 
OCCASIONAL EPILOGUE 


TO THE SAME. 


Yes: we have done—thanks for your patient hearing! 
Collin of humble fare, and languor fearing, 
Our Manigir bethought himſelf *twas beſt 

To let you riſe, unſated, from his feaſt. 

Bacon and eggs, or bread and cheeſe may do, 5 
| (Though neither here—the ſimile is true); 

But if on ſuch to dine or ſup you're able— 

Say, would you wiſh to ſi.— four hours at table ? 

And fince you know our wit and bumour's ſcarce, 
You muſt allow that more had been—a FaRcR *. to 
A Farce! you ſmile—'tis Farce from firſt to laſt, 


And who would wiſh—for. more of what 1s palt ? 


* There was no entertainment after the Comedy. 


Ther 


4 


her 


1 

Then, till your carriages begin to ratte, 
Il ſtrive to entertain you with my prattle. 14 

Mons1zuR Sy1TFRO6, among the GAscoxs bred, 
Sold his dear country and to Britain fled; | 
Some ſay, for ſtealing ſheep—ſome, want of bread. 4: 
Arriv'd in town—this prudent ſtep he took, 
Made ſure of viftuals—ſo ſet up a cook. 


His ſhop was furniſh'd, things in order plac'd, 20 | 


Shew'd he had judgment, and ſome ſhare of taſte ; 


And, to.attrat—upon a flaming ſign 


Seen were theſe words, © Here all the world may dine, 

« Each to his palate, or his country's plan, 

« From eighteen-pence—to half-a-crown a man.” 2 5 
The bait was ſwallow'd, Fame the news declares 5 

From Broad St. Giles's down to Wapping Stairs. 

John Bull, Mynheer, Monſieur, and the Don, 

Jews, Turks, and Tartars, all came tripping on ; 

Gentoos and Hottentots by chance were there, 30 

And Cherokees and Chikiſbaws ſo rare. 


Sp1TFROG bids welcome to his various gueſts, 


And tried his beſt to ſuit their different taſtes. 


” Alas ! 


"7 
' 
( 
[ 
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Alas! in vain—the/Tartar firſt complain, 
No dainty, borſefleſh all the feaſt contains 35 
The Hottentot for raw ſheep's guts inceſſant baufd; 


The mild Gentoo for rice and cocoa call'd ; 


* 


=_ . Monſieur for frogs ; the Cherokee for what ? 
Why, “ Man's fleſh broil'd ;” what ſay ye, Sirs, to that? 


In ſhort, loud murmurs round the benches rung, 40 
(The moſt unpoliſh'd have the loudeſt tongue), 
Honeſt John Bull beheld this ſtrife unmov'd — 


Placid by Sir Loin, he found the fare he lov'd ;/ 

Sated his appetite, he pulPd his veſt, 

And thus the diſaffected crew addreſt. 45 
. Sirs, let me thank the Cook—his dinner's good, 
Here's decent, wholeſome, and ſubſtantial food; 

« You ſee it reliſh'd by the better part— — 

c By all who know—the neceſſary art, 

& To leave falſe taſte and prejudice at home, 50 

« And learn this maxim ere abroad they roam, 
„That Prudence, Intereſt, Pleaſure—all unite 

« To ſee with others' eyes, and think them right. 

cc Had 
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* 


4 Had you, Sir Tartar, found your dainty ſlice; 


« Or you, Sir Caffre, what, you deem ſo nice; 55 
* Or you, Monſieur, a your favourite frogs, 

« By Jove, the whole bad been adjudg'd to, dogs ny 
Hence we this obvious moral may deduce 

Praiſe ne'er was gain'd, untinctur'd with abuſe. 

Who ſtrives each taſte to pleaſe, will never pleaſe; 60 
Purſue the right, and reſt in tranquil eaſe : = 
Seek approbation from the good, the wile, ; 

| Fools cannot ſting—they only buzz like flies. 

Here, let 4 hope all hearts, all eyes, approve— 


Sweet is the praiſe when paid by thoſe we love. 65 


* Exceptionable paſſages were expunged in the repreſentation. 


| 
| 
| 


XXXII. 
THE KNIGHTS; 


” 
: . 


© BOTH RIGHT, AND BOTH WRONG: 


A TALE 


W HEN CarvaLzy was all the taſte, 


And Honour ſtamp'd-each dauntleſs breaſt; 
When falſehood was eſteem'd a ſhame, | 


And heroes bled for virtuous Fame—. © 


To right the wrong'd, protect the weak, 7 
Or wipe the tear from Beauty's cheek— 


Two bearded knights on milk-white ſteeds, 


Equipp'd for tilts and martial deeds, 


Perchance met on a ſpacious plain, 


Where ſtood a trophy to the ſlain :— 10 


A mighty 


Em. 
A mighty ſhield, on one fide white, 
The other black as ebon night TE 
Emblem of ſpotleſs Virtue's fall, 
And Death's dark triumph over all ! 
Both ſtopp'd to view this curious ſight; 15 
But view'd it in a different light: 18 J 
tc Bleſs me !” cries one, . how white this ſhield ! 
«© How bright it ſhines acroſs the field !” 
« White l' ſays the other, © no ſuch ching; 
©*Tis blacker than the raven's wing! 20 
* Recal your words, preſumptuous youth ; 
&« A knight ſhould never jeſt with truth !” 
Tis you who with to jeſt, not I: 


The ſhield is black!“ “ By heay'ns, you lie!“ 


Tis falſe, and Honour hear my vow! 25 


I'll die, baſe knight, or make thee bow.” 
While both with ſudden paſſion ſtorm'd, * 
And rage each angry face deform'd, 


From wordy war to blows they turn, 


And with revenge and fury burn : 40 ba 30 
T3: | | On 


| 
| 
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on either helm che ſword deſcends, 
Each truſty helm che head defends ; 
And on th' impenetrable mail 
The ſounding ſtrokes fall thick as hail. 
They prance their courſers round and round ' 35 
Each hopes to give the lucky wound; 
And each, convinc'd himſelf is right, 
Maintains with equal warmth the fight 5 
Nor doubts to make his rival own 
Succeſs attends on truth alone. 40 
By chance a clown, who paſs'd that way, 
At diſtance ſaw the bloody fray ; 1 5d 
* ho, tho? he reliſh'd not hard blows, 
Eſteem'd it right to 1nterpoſe. | | 
« God Sirs,” he cried, then made his bow,  ' 45 
Reſpectful, diffident, and low, | | 
4 I'm but a ſimple man, tis true! 
But wiſh to ſerve, and fave you too; 


40 And he that's wrong'd I'll take his part, 


And fight his cauſe, with all my heart.” 50 
The 


le 


Ca 
; The knights, by this time almoſt i pent, 
To honeſt Hopce attention lent ; | 
For ev'n«the preſence of a fool 
Will ſometimes ſtubborn ſtomachs cool; 
And when for rifles men fall out, 
A trifle oft brings peace about. 
Each thinking HopGs muſt mou vial right, 


And juſtify his partial fight, 
Made haſte the matter to diſcloſe, 


That caus'd this war of words and blows: . 
And aſk'd if black or white the ſhield, 
That ſtood conſpicuous in the field? | 
For paſſion ſtill had kept them blind, 


Paſſion, the ſhutters of the mind! 


« Faith !” ſaid the clown, and Rrok'd his head, 65 


« Your honours ſtraight ſhall be obey'd: 
cc Tis neither white nor black, but both, 
« And this is true, I'll take my oath, 
ce One fide is black the other white — 
c You ſaw it in a ſingle light; 


4 


55 


60 


c But 
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But had you view'd the ſhield all round, | 


«© Both woull have RIGHT and wRONG been found.“ 
The wond'ring knights like ſtuck pigs ſtard, 


While Hopct the ſimple truth declar'd : 
And each, aſham'd of Paſſion's ſway, 

Lift up bis eyes—when bright as day 

The ſhield both black and white appear d, 
And both from Falſchood's ſtain were d. 


They thank'd kind Hope, and parted friends, 


Reſolv'd for wrath to make amends, 

By looking twice ere once they fought, | 

And aiding ſtrength with prudent thought, + 
Hence we this precious moral draw, | 

Fix'd as the MeDEs or Perstans law 

That he who only one fide ſees, 

With erring judgment oft decrees ; 

And he who only one tale hears, 


Gainſt half the truth oft ſhuts his ears. 
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SONGS. 
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NAVAL CAN TATA 


MDCCLXXVIII, 


RECITATIVE. 


"1 3 
T was night—and Luna, midſt her -glowingrrain, 

Reflective play'd upon the azure main, 

As late I wander'd on the ſhelly ſhore, 


Where not a breath inſpir'd the wavy roar ; 
Where filence ſeem d her aweful court to keep, 
And Ocean to partake oblivious ſleep ; 

When lo ! before my fear-aſtoniſh'd eyes, 

I ſaw a form of angel brightneſs riſe— 

Fair as the Goddeſs of the briny flood, 
Supported by a ſpear, erect ſhe ſtood 

Around her feet the Nereids joy'd to play, 


And waves, as ſhe adyanc'd, to form a way. 


Her 
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Her port majeſtic, and her penſive ſmile, 


Soon ſpoke the Genius of Ba1TANNA's ifle :— 
 Ofercome with awe, I preſs d the humble ground; 

When thus ſhe ſpoke in heav'nly-breathing ſound, = 

And bade me own the ſtrains, and tell the world around. 


A I R. 

Awake! my ſons, to empire born, | 

Shake off deſpondency and fear; 
Tis yours to make the treach'rous mourn, 

| Who oft have drawn my briny tear : 
Again the Britiſh flag unfurl, 
| Deſtruction on proud GALL IA hurl, 

And ſtrike with dread the diſtant world. 


Have I not ſeen your navy ride 
Triumphant o'er the boundleſs main, 
Confeſs'd the terror and the pride 
Of all that cut the liquid plain? 
Again the Britiſh flag, &c. 
| And 


( 285. ) 

And will you leſs exert your ſay. 20032914 1 
When Glory calls, and ardent Fame? 
Say, can my ſons miſtake the way, a 
When rous'd by KEPPEL's honour'd, name ! = 

Again the Britiſh flag, &c. 


Tho' laurelPd Hawxz and Bx Is ro bear 
No enſigns on the foaming tide, 22527 'od'T 
See, valiant heroes ſtill prepare 
To ſpread reſiſtleſs thunder wide. 
Again the Britiſh flag, &c. 


'Tis Heaven that orders Britain's race 

To check each vain aſpiring foe ; 
To raiſe thi oppreſs'd with manly grace, rr 
And ſmooth the wrinkled face of woe. | 


Again the Britiſh flag, &c. 


Then haſte, O haſte | and bid your arms 
Their flaming terrors ſhed afar ; 
Haraſs each foe with fierce alarms, 


And give a looſe to crimſon war. 
Again the Britiſh flag, &c. 


*Tis 
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Tis fell Neceſſity conimands— e191 1107 
You ſtand upon the verge of fate: 
And future times ſhall curfe the hands 
That for BXIrAXXIA 10 too late. 
Again the Britiſh flag, &c. 


Tho? Peace, with olive branches crown'd, 
| Long hover'd o'er this happy Ille, 
She finks—ſhe ſinks, in tumults drown'd, 
And bids you think of martial toil. 
Again the Britiſh flag, &c. 


For peace or war my ſons are fit— 


In arts and arms they ſhine the ſame ; 8 
And time will raiſe another , | T 
To add freſh fuel to their flame. | A 
Again the Britiſh flag, &c. W 

Ar 


The Author pretends not to the ſpirit of 3 yet in this 
inſtance his prediction is verified, 


6 35 Know, 


(. 27 ) 
Know, he who in his country s cauſe 
Th' infernal ſword of treach'ry braves, | 
Tho' doom'd to fall, ſhall gain applauſe, . W 


While BRTITAIx ſees encircling waves. 


Again the Britiſh flag, &c. 


The ſculptur'd monument ſhall tell 


The martial proweſs of his arm; 


And emblems pointing how he fell, 


Shall youth with emulation warm. 


Again the Brituh flag, &c. 


RECITATIVE. 


She ſaid—the cutling waves began to flow, 

To laſh the rocks, and whiten into "0 3 

Around her each cerulean Goddeſs throngs, 5 

While vqws for BRTITAI N breath'd from num'rous tongues, 


And ſwift this order echo'd round the ſhore, 


„ BRITANNIA rule the waves till Time ſhall be no more.” 


AIX. 
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A 1 R. 5 
Then nobly keep the ee given, | 
Ye race to Freedom dear ! | 
The fiat of all- potent Heaven | 
May well diſpel your . 


Though Factions Wale _ empire wide, 


By fatal Rigour Wen; ; 
Tis yours to ſtem the adverſe tide, 


And fave and ſhield your own. 


Did Prudence” voice direct your power— 


Did Reaſon rule the ſtate ; 
Your valour might the world ſecure, 1 


Or yield to nought but Fate. 


SONG 


SONG HI. 


T H 


TO LAURA. 


Ip PLUCK'D the opening damaſk roſe— 
With joy it left the tree, | 
As conſcious of its deſtin'd bild 


Its bliſs to wait on thee! 
I plac d it, blooming, in my breaſt— 
On brighter bloom I thought; 


And, ere it hung one ſilken leaf, 


Io thee the flower I brought. 


With ſweeteſt ſmiles you claim'd the bud 
Twas all love had to give: | 
| Cloſe to your heart the pledge you lodg'd, 


And there you bade it live. 


U 


Pleas'd— 
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' Pleas'd—but undone—it met your eye, 


Then (hrunk—its charms to ſhade; 
And ſinking on your boſom fair, 
Reclin'd its lovely head. 
This ſeat, too dear to leave or live— 
It met a willing doom— 
Breath'd out its ſweets, and ſmil'd in death, 


To find ſo bleſt a tomb. 


* Embalm'd in Love's ſoft breaſt it lay. 


Each leaf was worth a gem; 
And that I might an emblem lee, 


You ſent me ſome of them, 


Not you—but I—the meaning give— 
Theſe leaves full well declare, 
«© Thoſe that you love mult die with bliſs— 


All others with deſpair.” 


And 
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And fince tis vain to fly from Fate 
Dear Angel ! let me die; 
Not by the rigour of your hate, 


But by your melting eye, 


SONG 


* 
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SONG III. 


THE MUTUAL SIGH. 


O DELIA! deareſt, ſweeteſt, beſt ! 
Pride of each heart, and queen of imine ! 
Wilt thou relieve my love-ſick breaſt, 
And higher views for me reſign? 
Wilt thou my artleſs vows regard, 

My fault ring tongue, and dow ncaſt eye! 
Wilt thou my ne hours reward, 


And pay me with a mutual ſigh ? 


For thee 1 quit the buſy ſcene, 

And ſeek the deep-embowering grove ; 
Nor can one object iervine 

Betwixt thy image and my love: 

For thee I leave the ſocial train, 

And lowly in the ſhade I he; 
O, ſpeak compaſſion for my pain, 

And pay me with a mutual ſigh ! 


For 
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For thee I ſlight each other fair, 
And give thee all my faithful heart ; 
And by the Pow'r of Love I ſwear, 
That falſchood there ſhall bear no part: 
For thee I'd every fate endure, 
For thee I'd every toil defy; 
And wilt thou bid me hos ſecure, 


And pay me with a mutual ſigh ? 


For thee ev'n ſceptres Id reſign, 

Or throw them humbly at thy feet; 
Then aſk of Heaven to make thee mine, 
And own my happineſs complete: 

Thus would I ever faithful prove, 
Till Time the bands of life untie; 
And wilt thou not reward my love, 


And pay me with a mutual figh ? 


vz | SONG 


SONG VV. 


1 LOVE thee as life - deareſt DEI 1A, I'm thine! 
And wilt thou conſent, ſweeteſt maid, to be mine ? 
Tho? Fortune and Fate both my enemies prove 


I ſtill have enough—for I offer thee love. 


I offer thee love, which no riches can buy, 
That will live thro” all change, and bloom when they fly; 
I offer eſteem too and ſure theſe are more : 


Than wealth, fame, and honours, to her I adore. 


And ſhould care heave thy breaſt, ſhould a tear dimthine 
eye, 

That care I will ſoothe, and the tear will kiſs dry; 

Ev'n ſhould every ill to this boſom be known— 


A ſmile ſhall be thine—all my ſorrows my own. 


7 | Thus 
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Thus rich in each treaſure that conſtitutes bliſs, 
True delight I will ſeek—and muſt find it in this: 
For while on thy breaſt I forget my own woe, 


I'll ſtrive that thy boſom a pang ſhall ne'er know. 


U 4 SONG 


SONG v. 


| 'Thov ſetting Sun, that call'ſt my fair 


To taſte the cool and evening air ; 
With joy I hail thy lateſt rays, 


That ſhew me where my Dar HNE ſtrays ! 


O let not clouds obſcure the ſkies, 
Or nox1ous exhalations riſe ; 
But may ſweet flow'rs uprear their heads, 


And roſes bloſſom where ſhe treads. 


Let ev'ry tenant of the grove 
Remind her youthful heart of love; 
And ev'ry breeze convey a ſigh, | 


And tell her 'tis for her I dic. 


O ſweet 
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O ſweet tormenting Love! I feel 


Thy wound, which Reaſon cannot heal: 


Thy fire conceal'd within my breaſt 


Deprives my flutt'ring heart of reſt. 


At every glance of Darane's eyes 
My boaſted reſolution flies ; 
And till 'm diffident to name 


My inward racks and ſecret flame. 


While Philomela ſad complains, 
And pours out all her plaintive ſtrains ; 
I likewiſe mourn in lays fincere, 


As ever reach'd a female ear. 


O, Son of Venus, hear my pray'r ! 
And with thy dart transfix my fair; 
With her fond ſwain, O! let her prove 
The laſting bliſs of ardent love. 


SONG 


SONG V. 


CoxzE ! deareſt FLORA, bleſs my eyes, | 


And ſtop the flowing tear : 
In you alone the magic lies 


To animate and cheer. 


Not half ſo ſweet the flow'rs diſplay 
Their variegated hue ; 
Not all the bloom of ſmiling May, 


Can charm ſo much as you. 


Where'er you tread, the warblers ſweet 
Melodious fill the grove; 
And ſmiling Nature ſeems to greet 


The preſence of my love. 


But 
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But blaſted every flow'r appears, 
When you forſake theſe plains ; 
No grove the feather'd ſongſter cheers 


In ſoft mellifluous ſtrains. 


Come ! lovely F LORA, come and ſtay ; 
From thee my joys ariſe : 
Your charms give beauty to the day, 


And luſtre to the ſkies, 


For you ! ſigh, and waſte my prime; 
Ther haſte, and let us prove 
That rolling years and fleeting time, 


Are far too ſhort for love. 


SONG 


SONG VII. 


THE SAILOR'S FAREWELL. 


Tus anchor quits its ſandy bed— 
The flutt'ring fails invite the gale; 
While, from the topmaſt's airy head, 


I bid my love a long farewell. 


Adieu, dear maid, to diſtant lands 
Disjointed far from Britain's iſle, 
Relentleſs Fate your ſwain commands, 


And dooms to abſence, care, and toil. 


Yet, ere I go, the Zephyr's wing 
Shall waft my warm vows to your ear— 
Around your lips my kiſſes fling, 


And whiſper, HEN RWis ſincere. 


Beneath 


„ 


Beneath the Line — beneath the Pole, 
In tempeſts toſs' d in tranquil ſeas, 
Your love ſhall animate my ſoul, 


And prove my anchor and my breeze. 


And if the Powers that rule the main 
Reſtore me to my native ſhore ; 
With you I'll link Affection's chain, 


And ſpread my wand'ring fails no more. 


SONG 


SONG VIII. 


Beroxr the Morn's empurpling light 
Has chac'd the ſombre ſhades of Night, 
My reſtleſs thoughts to Darane rove, 


And Fancy paints the maid 1 love. 


When from the chambers of the Eaſt, 
In all his mildeſt glories dreſt, 
The beauteous riſing Sun l ſee, 


I think his beams leſs fair than ſhe. 


The flow'ry veſture of the fields, 
The flaming gems rich India yields, 


Are far leſs grateful to my eye, 


Than lovely DApHNE when ſhe 's nigh. 


The 


> 
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The fragrant roſe's crimſon dyes, 


Fade at the luſtre of her eyes; 


And as o'er banks of flowers ſhe treads, “ 


They feel her charms, and droop their heads, | 


Ye great, ambitious, and ye vain, 
Poſſeſs your wiſhes and your pain; 
All other pleaſures I refign— 


Be deareſt Dayans only mine. Be. 


SONG | 


SONG IX. 


ANACREONTI C. 


LET the ſage and ſaint unite 
To blame the ſearch of gay delight; 
Let them paint in ſable hue, 


All the young and loy'd purſue ! 
Tell us, life is care and pain— 
Neer will J imbibe their ſtrain. 
Life is ſhort-—full well I know— 
Soon its ſpring is loſt in ſnow ; 
: Soon its ſweets to bitters turn— 
Why ſhould I untimely mourn ? 
Love and wine ſhall bleſs my prime ; 


Care I leave to wrinkled Time! 


SONG 
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SONG X. 


THE EVENING WALK. 


Tur weſtern ſun, with mildeſt ray, 
Illumes the gilded view; 
Fled are the hours of ſultry day, 


And Nature calls on you. 


On you, my love, cool zephyrs wait, 
And every rich perfume; 
The flowers ſhall bloom beneath your feet, 


And fairer tints aſſume. 


From every bloomy, verdant ſpray, 


The choriſters ſhall ſing; 
For 'tis your luſtre wakes the day, 


And where you walk 'tis Spring. 


> Yet 
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Yet know, your luſtre too muſt fade, 
As flowers beneath the ſun ; 


And wrinkles ſhall that face pervade 


Which has me captive won. 


Then, mindful, hear a lover's claim, 
Nor let me long purſue ; 
But mingle in a mutual flame, 


And Death ſhall find me true, 


SONG 


SONG XI. 
FROM A MS. PLAY. 


Has DeL1a heard my tongue confeſs 
What ſhe alone ſhall ever know ? 
And has my heart, to ſooth diſtreſs, 


Pour'd out the ſtory of its woe ? 


| Have I invok'd each ſacred Pow'r 
To witneſs hapleſs Paſſion's ſway > 
And ſhall Miſtruſt upon me lour, 


And intercept each cheering ray? 


No lenitives can eaſe my grief— 


No partial touch my ills remove: 
Alas ! I dare not hope relief, 


For nought can cure but love for love. 


1 


Yet, 


1 


Yet, O! if Pity melt your heart 
M Charity my fate bewail— + 
The cordial balm of Truſt impart, 
And check Suſpicion's blighting gale ! 


— — — — — 


SONG 


SONG XIL 


Great Love! I own thy pow'r ſupreme, 
| My mind has felt the dart; 
No more the tranſitory flame 


Plays lambent round my heart. 


Bright CHTOE“s charms the boſom fire, 
That erſt was free to rove; 
And ſenſe and beauty now conſpire, 


To light an ardent love. 


Then wonder not to hear me vow 
That I can change no more ; 
Since ſhe has all Heav'n can beſtow, 


Or ſighing ſwains adore. 


X 3 . mm 
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Thus Nature, foe to Flattery's ſtrain, 


Inſtructs the buſy ben 
To range the produce of the plain, 


And every ſhrub and tree; 


Till lighting on the bloomy roſe, 
Where each ſweet eſſence joins, 


Like me, the fondeſt wiſh ſhe ſhews | 


To live where Beauty ſhines. 


SONG 


SONG XII 


How weak 1s vain Man how deluſi ve his views! 
He alone thro? creation his mis'ry purſues: 
Opinion or Int'reſt he takes for his guide, 


Nor allows his own heart on its peace to decide. 


He aſks to be rich—and he envies the great ; 
He doats on the fanciful phantoms of ſtate : 
To theſe, without pain—an eternal adieu, 


To be bleſt, O my Lava | with friendſhip and you. 


For dearer thy love than the pomp of a throne, 
And ſweeter than gales from eglantine blown 
And richer the empire to reign in thy breaſt, 


Than all that ambition and grandeur can taſte. 


X 4 Heaven 


+ IS; 


Heaven bade my fond heart fix its pleaſures on thee, 


I bend—and adore its eternal decree: 
The decree univerſal all mankind muſt prove, 


£6 That bliſs muſt be rais'd on the baſis of love.” 


SONG 


SONG XIV. 


W urn Damon firſt fair DELIA met, 
He vow'd eternal love and truth ; 

| But ſoon he paid the heedleſs debt, 

And call'd his love a flight of youth. 


His ral allow'd the giddy plea— 


The fair too thought him nothing wrong: 


BELINDA next he chanc'd to ſee, 
And heard her wit, and prais'd her ſong. 
f | 
He breath'd his tale, devoid of art, 
Nor was ſhe back ward to approve; 


But ſoon her folly loſt his heart, 


And who can blame his changing love? 


Some 
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Some months elaps d, Au L 14 came, 


Adorn'd with every grace and charm: 


Again the ſwain confeſs'd a flame, 
And felt affection pure and warm. 


The nymph was cautious, yet not coy— 


She pois'd aright each hope and fear: 


Diſpell'd bis care, refin'd his joy, 
And fix'd on friendſhip—love ſincere. 


SONG 


SONG XV. 
ANACREON TIC. 


WI ILE figh'd with idle care, 
For a jilting, cruel fair, ; 
THnracia's God forbade to pine, | 
And preſcrib'd his roſy wine. 


Quick tormenting Cori flew, 
And to Love I bade adieu; 
Baccavs came with jolly face, 


To ſupply his vacant place. 


Every joy on earth was mine— 
Social friends, and mirth, and wine ; 
Then I ſwore by Stygian Jove, 


| Ne'er to taſte the cares of Love. 


But 


1 


But how frail the vow, that flies 
At a glance from Beauty's eyes! 
Curox taught me wine was vain— 


Soon to Love I turn'd again. 


SONG 


SONG XVI. 


IMITATED FROM METASTASIO. 


W ur Love has once poſſeſs'd the breaſt, 
Tho? dormant he Deſire, 

Like embers under alkes hid, 
Each blaſt awakes the fire. | 


DIA, for thee I breath'd my vows 
In ſecret, and unknown ; 
And vainly hop'd - ſince Fate forbade— 


The am'rous flame was flown. 


Deluſive dream—in every ſcene— 
In every fair I view, 
Yay charms reflected {till I ſee, 


And Fancy feigns them true. 


— — —ÜU—ÿͤ eee ormmange — 
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Fondly I doat on pleaſures loſt, 


Nor wiſh my heart were free ; 


For dearer than my ſweeteſt joys 


Are painful thoughts of thee. 


SONG 


SONG xwUn. 


W HEN Love illumes the youthful breaſt, 
And Beauty points her golden dart; 
When ſighs riſe mutual to be bleſt, 


What thrilling raptures touch the heart! 


On downy wing the ſwift hours moye 
Sweet incenſe loads the fanning gale ; 
And every note that glads the grove, 


Reſ ponſive breathes Affection's tale. 


O ſtay, ye ſweet propitious hours 
Prolong your flight, and gild my view ! 
Alas! ye fly—the tempeſt lours ; 


My fancy dreams no more of you. 


The 
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The vivid flaſh of heartfelt bliſs— 
The ſmile of Joy, the ſigh of Love— 
The tender talk, th' entrancing kiſs, 


No more my tortur'd ſoul can move. 


SONG 


8 O NGO XVIII. 
THE SEASONS: OF LIFE; | 


FROM A MS. PLAY, 


Ix the Spring of my life, when the paſſions were young, 
And love, honour, and friendſhip flow'd warm from my 
tongue, | 

| How ſweer was the ſeaſon ! how tranſporting the bliſs ! 


My companions were true, and love breath'd in each kiſs. 


Smiling Summer came on, and improv'd my delight; 
The gay ſunſhine of pleaſure beam'd ardent and bright: 
I gain'd the meridian, then took me a wife, 


And reſolv'd to walk gently the down-hull of life. 


Ruddy Autumn unfolded its fruits to my eye; 


Mature was my reaſon, and ſerene was my joy: 
My paſſions were tranquil, and my wiſhes were ſtay'd, 
I faw the leaf fall, and I was not diſmay'd. 


18 
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At laſt, in the Winter of exiſtence I'm caſt * 
I dread not the future, and I mourn not the paſt : 
My deſires and my ſtrength feel an equal decay, 


And my only ambition 's to moiſten my clay. 


——————ů— ee OOO l 


Thus thro'life have l paſs'd without pain, fear, or ſhame ; 
J have ſought for no riches, and have gain'd no ill name; 
For it ſtill was my aim, young, manly, or mellow, 


To live like an hearty and good-natur'd fellow. 


SONG 


SONG XIX. 


IL MODERAT ©. 


I ASK no ſtore of gold or gems, 
No ſplendid ſeats nor wide domains ; 
I crave no empty ſounding names, 


Nor Grandeur's ſmile, nor fraudful gains. 


My fortune to the Skies I leave; 


And only frame the modeſt pray'r, 
In peace their bleſſings to receive, 


Or fortitude to ſuffer care. 


If Friendſhip gild my humble cot— 
If Love illume life's darkſome way, 
I envy not a monarch's lot, 


Nor court more ſunſhine on my day. 


So Ta 


SONG XX. 


FROM A MS, PLAY, 


To chace the miſts that wrap the ky, | 
The morning ſun how weak 
But as his chariot mounts on high, 


His beams through vapours break. 


Thus youth, by Error's miſts beſet, 

By wayward Paſſions toſt, 

Full lowly gains that happy ſtate— 
Illumin'd Reaſon's boaſt. 


Yet may the Parent's tender care, 
The Tutor's active ſkill, 
Teach the young plant ri pe fruit to bear, 


And train it to their will. 


The 
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The child, in Wiſdom's precepts rear'd, 
Shall bleſs the culture bland ; 
And ſtill, endearing and endear'd, 
| Repay the foſtering had. 


SONG XXI. 
GREAT AND FREE. 
Tune, © RULE BRITANNIA,” 
MDCCXCIII. 
I. 
Crown 'D with honours, rich in arts, 


Imperial Barra! ſhield thy throne ; 
Thy bulwark be our faithful hearts, 


Cloſe-circling as thy wat' ry zone: 
For he alone is great and free, 


Who venerates the Laws—in thee. 


I1. 
Though Faction, leagwd with wild Uproar, 


Thy ſnowy boſom would deform ; 
Thy true-born Sons ſhall guard thy ſhore, 


From foreign and domeſtic ſtorm :— 
For he alone is great and free, 


Who venerates the Laws—in thee. 


III. Their 


63279 
| Hl. 
Their Country's love ſhall arm the weak— 
The Patriot's voice ſhall Sd FR bold 5 
And vain ſhall bloated Treaton ſeek | 


Thy lovely image to enfold. 
For he alone is great and free, 
Who venerates the LAWS—ln thee. 
| = | 
To Regal Power thy children bend, 
Led on by love, not awed by fear; 
And gain the needful help they lend 
For each ſupports his PROPER SPHERE, 
And he alone is great, 1s free, 


Who venerates the Laws—in thee. 


* 


VE Thy humbleſt native, beauteous iſle ! 


Will curb the factious, ſpurn the ſlave ; 

For, bleſt with genuine Freedom's ſmile, 

He ſhares the gifts her bounty gave: 
And feels that he alone is free, 


Who venerates the Laws—in thee. 


Y 4 SONNETS, 
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SONERT 


TO MEMORY. 


Tur, Mem'sy ! I invoke with ardent pray'r— 
Not to recal the ſweet infantile hours, 
The mental calm, and yacancy from care, 
Ere yet a cloud upon the proſpect lours ;— 
Nor yet the gaudy ſcenes that Hop x pourtrays, 
When youthful Fancy dreams of Pleaſure's long-liv'd 
days. | Th 
Alas! deceiv'd by unſubſtantial ſhew— 
By gilded meteors and illuſions vain, 
Thy aids, O MEM'RY! teach me but to know, 
The dire reiterated ſenſe of pain. | 
Then from thy tablet raze recorded ill— 
Bid fleeting Joy, and ruin'd Hope remove ; 
And all the ſpace alone with traces fill 
Of favours deeply felt, and friends that dearly love! 
 SONNEPT. 
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K r 11. 
TO SENSIBILITY 


D EAR poignant ſource of ecſtacy and woe 
: Imperious ſovereign of my pliant frame 
Thro' every nerve quick ſhoots thy vivid glow, 
And every ſenſe ſubſervient owns thy claim 
1 know thee—mighty as the lightning's ſtroke, 
That vibrates thro” the ſky to rend the knotted oak. 
8 Shewn in terrific magnitude of form, ; 
By thy keen optics human ills appear: 
By thee I ſee the yet-impending ſtorm, 
And for each ſhaft prepare a ready tear. 
wn With envy, malice, or averſion fraught, 
I pierce the film that veils the doubtful eye 
Alas! how ſeldom has this heart been taught 
To read the preſage ſweet of roſy- dawning Joy. 
SONNET 
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SONNET III. 


TO, SPRING. 


"I's not for ſweets that load thy balmy gates, 

Nor painted flow'rets, nor embroider'd vales, 

I thee invoke, fair Sp RINGI— Thy gayeſt hues, 
Tho' brighter than the touch of mimic Art, 

Thy roſy morns—thy ſoft ambroſial dews, | 

Fail to relieve the agonizing heart. 

The tuneful warblings of thy feather'd train, 

The Doric pipe that cheers the paſtoral plain, 

The bloſſom'd trees in gaudy colours dreſt, 

And Nature blooming in her verdant veſt, 

To me are vain—then what avails thee, Spring ! 
'Tis that with preſent ills oppreſs'd, diſmay'd, 

In ſearch of bliſs I plume the future's wing, 


And ſoar on flattering Hope beyond this night of ſhade. 


SONNET 
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SONNET IV. 
TO WIN T E R 


Brooms there a flower beneath thy reign, 
Breathes there ſweet incenſe from the grove ? 
Waves there a field of golden grain, 
Or pours the warbler notes of love? 
Ah! no—benearb thy gelid ſway, 
Nor beauty decks the plain—nor muſig cheers the ſpray. 
Ev'n man—of Reaſon's lamp poſſeſt, | 
Who boaſts his power o'er time and place, 
Feels thy fell torpor ſeize his breaſt, 
And ftrives in vain the peſt to chace : 
He feels of joy the ſcanty rills 
Contracted by thy potent breath; 
O! could it too diminiſh ills, 


And ſooth the aching heart, and check the ſtepof death! 
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8 O NN ET (V. 
ON PARTING WITH A FRIEND. 


Wur ſinks my heart! why flows the vital tide : | 
So chill—fo flow ! why does my tongue deny 
Its aid ! and drooping Fancy ſeek to hide 
The painful ſource of many a heaving ſigh . 
Gone is the Friend whoſe converſe cheer'd my way, 
And ſhed o'er gloomy Care a momentary day. 
Beſet with ills of body and of mind 
Hove ſcarce alive=and Hayr?1Nzss quite dead, 
I ſtrove one faithful, tender Friend to find, 
And live reſign'd beneath my humble ſhed. _ 
Such Friend I found; alas! it pains the more, 
Gain'd but to-loſe—and lov'd—but to lament ;— 
Ah! ceaſe fond thought tis folly to deplore— 


The choiceſt gifts below are only favours lent! 
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SONNET VI. 


TO CONTENTMENT, 


* 


P ARENT of every tranquil joy 1 
Kind ſoother of diſcordant ſtrife! 


Thy halcyon eaſe no ſtorms annoy, 


Thy ſpirit ſmooths the road of life! 


 Oſhed on me thy cordial balms, 


And give my ſhipwreck'd heart ſome momentary calms! 
Toſs'd by the waves of adverſe Fate, 
By Envy torn, and jealous Hate— 
When darkeſt clouds about me ſpread, 
And gather round this victim head, | 

To thee I lift the patient eye, 5 
And meekly meet the fated blow : Z 

For bliſs I look to yonder ſky— | 

And only beg thy ſmiles to light my path below. 
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SONNET VII. 


ON HEARING THE EVENING BELL OF — 


SLow tolls the bell—with muſeful meaſur'd ſound, 
The knell of day departed—throws around | 
Its warning voice to tell the ſons of toil, 
That home's ſweet joys, and placid fleep invite: 
Or calls the trav'ller, journeying many a mile, | | 
To reach the vill—and ſtop till dawning light. 
To me its ſound no gay ideas brings, 
But o'er my mind a penſive ſadneſs flings ;— 
To mem'ry it recals affection loſt, 

The deareſt ties torn bleeding from my heart 
The vernal bloſſoms nipp'd by Death's fell froſt— 
The anguiſh keen from friends belov'd to part : 

It ſtrikes me as the monitory knell— | 


That bids the ſoul prepare of earth to take "Mie" 
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SONNET VIII. 


0 n oO r . 
Bucuresr and faireſt offspring of the ſky, 
Like light and air the equal boon of all ; 
At thy approach the mental ſpectres fly, 

And lovelieſt forms deſcend in radiant pall ! 
From weeping eyes thy balm can drv the tears, 
And ſtill the throbbing heart, and ſtop intruding fears. 
The captive in the dungeon's deepelt gloom, 1 

Illum'd by thy celeſtial, piercing ray, 

Soars for a moment heedleſs of his doom, 
Jo ſcenes of liberty, and baſks in day. 
The verieſt wretch forgets his poignant pain, 

When thy ſweet ſmiles the galling load relieve; 
O let my breaſt thy cheering influence gain, 


And promiſe bliſs in 1 thou ſhould'ſt deceive. 
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SONNET Ix. 


TO WARREN HASTINGS, ESQ. 


LATE GOVERNOR-GENERAL OF BENGAL. 


W axw with my 2 love, 1 hail thy name, 
HasTinGs ! her ſhield, her honour, Mie” her pride } 
Dear to each Muſe ſhall ſhine thy patriot fame, 
And Tyamts and Gaxces roll thy praiſes wide. 


Mild, juſt, and wiſe,” ſhall be thy Bz1Tain's ftrains— 


And Echo tell the ſame o'er IxpIA's ſmiling plains. 
Though Faction's arts thy merit veil awhile, 


And tardy Juſtice ſtill ſuſpends her ſcale; 


I ſee thy foes lament their futile toil, | 


And Truth o'er florid impotence prevail.— 


I ſee thy worth emerging from the cloud, | 


Bright from the contraſt—clearer to our eyes: 


So when the miſts day's orb reſplendent ſhroud, 


His ſudden burſting light more ſtrongly lumes the 
ſkies, | 
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Tur ſable ſtole, begemm' d with many a ſtar 

That mocks the diamond's moſt exalted blaze : 
Thy changeful regent, in her filver car, 

O Night ! I love beyond the brighteſt days : 
Day's gairiſh eye makes miſery hang its head, 
While darkneſs o'er my fate ſuſpeads a friendly ſhade. 
The ſons of joy may flaunt beneath the ſun, 

And grandeur (| pread its trappings to the gale ; 
With ancient ſages I my courſe would run, 

And by the taper ſtudy, and turn pale. 
| The din of bus'neſs, and the cares of gain 

All chat Ambition or that Folly crave, 

I bid adieu! my portion HERE is pain, 


And welcome is the Night chat wraps me in the grave. 
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SONNET XI 


DESF AT 


5 ee 
Tis done — Hope's active ray, long quivering, faint, 


That lambent play'd—illuming darkſome Care, 
For ever ſinks !—each emanation ſpent, 

And leaves me tortur'd with the laſt Deſpair. 
In cloſe embrace Deſpair—Diſtradtion j Join— 
And each darts all its ſtings to pierce this heart of mine. 
Ah me! in vain I lift the languid eye 

Ah me! in vain I ſtretch the helpleſs hand— 
Forbid the mournful privilege to figh, 

Forlorn, forſook, in anguiſh mute I ſtand, 
No friendly voice would wake my ſoul to joy, 

But foes around their venom'd arrows fling 
As nought can ſave—O, quick, let ills deſtroy 
For Life has now no — nor Death a dreaded ſting! 
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SONNET XII. 


ear. 


Daverrrs of Heay'n ſublime! thou ray of Go 
Pure effence ! ſprung from pure celeſtial Love! 
Rich is the boſom grac'd with thy abode, 
And poor the wretch thy ſpirit fails to move. 
O fill my heart—each thought, each word controul, 
And fix th ETERNAL's ſtamp— His image on my ſoul! 
T each me to look with Candour's modeſt eye 5 
Prone to abſolve, while ſtill the laſt to blame: 
Teach me to heave the ſympathetic ſigh, 
And ſpare * the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame,” 
To think no ill to dare no cruel deed— 
In one wide circle to embrace — ä 
Be this my fſtudy—this my glorious meed, 
And Heornn muſt view, well-pleas'd, its own reflected 
MIND. 
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SONNET XIII. 


TO PHILANDG ER 


'To thee the Muſe would fain devote a lay 
- Rich as thy worth, and ardent as 1 love; 
But words how weak my feelings to pourtray — 

The heart muſt ſhew—what language cannot prove. 
To thee the heart with fond Affection turns, 
And on its altar warm—the pureſt incenſe burns, 


Amid each ftorm—when Malice vents its fpite, 


Or Slander dips its poiſon'd tongue in gall, 


Or Treachery drops its maſk with mean delight | 
Thy voice is rais'd at Friendſhip's ſacred call. 
At Friendſhip's call, you bid the falſe be ſtill 
The breaſt you ſhield , from ſecret ſhafts be free: 
Oh grant me, Heaven: as now—th' eternal WILL, 


But ne'er the Lor to pay—this grateful debt to thee. 


SONNET 


0 
* ä——U— — — on 


634 
SONNET XIV. 
TO LADY AMELIA SPENCER, 


ON ENTERING HER SIXTH YEAR. 


Tan Muſe that hail'd thy natal hour 
Again her gratulation pays; 
| Pleas'd to attend the budding flower, 
And greet the Arn of Reaſon's days. — 
To bid the mental charm—the winning grace, 
Still more expand, and beam new beauties on thy face. 
Thine are the years that know no guile— 
Ah! happy years, how dear, how bleſt! 
And ſtill be thine the heartfelt ſmile, 
And thine be Virtue's limpid breaſt. 
May circling months, and Reaſon's ſway, 
With opening views thy bliſs improve; 
And long, O long, thy natal day 
Bring ſome acceſs of joy, of friendſhip, or of love! 
SONNET 
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ON RECEIVING THE NEWS OF THE LOSS OP 
AN ONLY BROTHER *. 


SLow roll'd che months Affection mark'd the day 
When favouring gales would bring thi expectant fail: 
: The favouring gales but haſten my — 
No more I doubt—I only wake to wail,_ 
O Brother dear ! and ſhall we meet no more 
Yes! ſwift Mx veſlel fails, but vou xs firſt gains the hore! 
Through every clime, on Hope's ſtrong pinions borne 
You pals'd, indifferent or to toil or fear ; 
Brav'd weſtern ſuns, and pierc'd the realms of morn, 
Alas! to lie unwater'd by my tear. 
O Brother dear ! and am 1 left behind, 
To ſtrive with ſtorms, unfriended and alone? 
With thee I hop'd the future's calm to find— 
In vain 1 hop'd—th' ETERNAL WII I be done! 
N He vas one of the Officers of the Roral Apmizai Indiamany 


and died at WHAMPOA in CHINA, October 20, 1790, in the 2gth 
8 of his age. 
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SONNET XVI. 


TO RATIONAL LIBERTY. 


WRITTEN ON READING THE HORRID ACTS OF THE PARIS MOB, 


; DrakkR than life, than love more ſweet, 


Of every joy the ſource, the zeſt ! 
Thee, L1BERTY |! I fondly greet, 
Thy genuine ſpirit fires my breaſt. 


No tyrant's frown—no traitor's harlot ſmile, 
My free-born ſoul ſhall we- my ſenſe ſhall e' er beguile. 
| Rais'd on the-throne of Law and RIGHT, | 
O evek ſhield thy favourite land! 
While anarchy with wild affrighe 


Flies to GaLLI1a's frantic ſtrand. 


O check thoſe ſcenes of dire uproar— 
Revenge thy proſtituted name ! 
| . And far, O far, from BR IT AI x's ſhore 
| Drive the foul deeds that clothe thy charms with ſhame! 
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Lately were publiſhed, BY THE SAME AUTHOR, 


I. 


FOR THE USE OF SCHOOLS, AND MEN OF BUSINESS. 
( Adopted by the Editors and Authors of the Encyclopadia A 
Pri rice 108, 6d. bound, : 


A New and IMP ROVYED EpirIou, being he THIRD, 
of UNIVERSAL STENOGRAPHY ; or, A Com- 
plete Syſtem of Short Writing: adapted to every pur- 
poſe in which SyHorT HAND is uſeful or ornamental, 
and attainable in a EW] Hours by the moſt common 
Capacity. Lox Do: Printed for T. CADELL, STRAND; 
Meſſrs. Rohixsoxs, PATER-No3TER ROW; E. NRW. 
BERY, ST. PauL's CHvRcn-YARD, and fold by all 
Bookſellers in Town and Country.—A liberal Allowance 
to ſuch as purchaſe a Dozen Copies at a time. 


MOLYNEUX to LOCKE. 


„, will have my Son taught Snoxr Hand: I do not mean in that 
Perfection to copy a Speech from the Mouth of a ready Speaker ; but to 
* be able to write it readily for his own private Buſineſs. Believe me, 
* Sir, it is as uſeful a Knack as any Man of BusixESsS or SCHOLAR 
can be Maſter of. I have found the Want of it myſelf, and 1 the 
„Advantage + it in others frequently.” 


II. NEW 


55 II. 

NEW DESCRIPTION OF BLENHEIM, the 
Seat of His Gracs THR Dok E or MARL BORO On; 
containing a full and accurate Account of the Pal xr- 
INGs, TAP ESTRY, and FURNITURE; A PICTURESQUE 
Tou of the GARDENS and PARK; and every other 
Circumſtance connected with the Subject, that can af- 


ford either InroRMATION or ENTERTAINMENT. 
THE SAME ix FRENCH, ; 


Hl. 


VINDICLE LANDAVENSES ;* or, Strictures on 
the Biſhop of Landaff's Charge, in a Letter to his 
Lordſhip: in which the Civil and Eccleſiaſtical Con- 
ſtitutions of Fx AN CE are adverted to, and the Juſtice 
and Policy of altering our Teſt Laws are conſidered, 


IV. 


CHRISTIAN POLITICS, a Szxnon; preached 
to a CounTRY CONGREGATION, on Friday April 19, 


1793 being the 997 appointed for a General Faſt. 


